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live on a fault line, next to wetlands where gas is stored. Planes fly over my 
head all day long and barely miss my little guest house. I breathe pollution 
daily and bathe in chlorine water. I eat genetically modified food and fry 
my brain with my cell phone. I eat diseased animals. I drive an suv down 
the middle of narrow streets hoping to hit squirrels and small children. I 
am speaking for all the people whom I pass everyday on my way to work. 
DORSEY ROE 
Los Angeles, California 


There’s a reason we're restless. There's a reason we observe the 


masses and scratch our heads. There's a reason we love the ruckus. 
There's а reason that running and leaping for the frisbee with по 


one watching brings satisfaction, There's a reason professional 


sporting events leave us with an unsettling feeling. There's a reason 


we mute the commercials. 


Something’s going on with me, man. I wanna fight. If we look out 
the window, I think it’s obvious there’s no use going about it the 
way we were taught. It's all up for grabs now. Why don't we go be 


what we've always known we are? 


NIC OWEN 
Chicago, Illinois 


Here's my little story that didn’t get into Seventeen magazine: 
I decided to try a private high school for grade 12 because 
[thought the students would be, like me, inquisitive and 
enthusiastic about learning. But there is no time for questions 
to surface when the mind adheres so obediently toa 
competition for “excellence.” I was hit hard in this hyper- 
conformist group. They called me “insane” or “crackpot” 
ona daily basis and I eventually believed them. I reacted 
to this blank and mean environment with panic attacks, 
depression, and profound fear of myself. Your last issue 
helped my doubting head believe like it wanted to - that 
maybe there was nothing inherently wrong with me. Lam 
proud of myself for “not coping” with what disgusts me. 
ANDREA WILLIAMSON 
By email 








While I appreciate your efforts to provide an alternative 
perspective on the over-prescription of anti-depressant 
medications, you are only looking at one side of the 
issue. I give myself аз an example. Before taking anti- 
depressants I wasn’t suicidal but had no interest in life 
whatsoever. After beginning my light dosage I was 
disappointed because I thought the effects would be 
much more drastic. With therapy I began to work 
through my problems, restart my screenplay, 
become more politically active and more aware of 
my surroundings and the society I had shunned. 
Don't put blind faith in the medical establishment, 
but don't be afraid to ask fora little help either. 
NAME WITHHELD BY REQUEST 


Doctors must stop demonizing "inappropriate" 
human behavior in an effort to sustain a 
narrow-minded status quo. And they must 
stop writing unnecessary prescriptions just to 
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please their pimps, the drug reps, who 
wine and dine the good doctors to death. 
If we talked more about our problems 
and were more caring and supportive 
asa society in general, we wouldn't be 
so pathetically dependent on shrinks 
and chemicals. 

GEORGIA SIMONE 

Montreal, Quebec 


Lam enthralled by the depth with which 
you've treated the issue of mental illness 
and psychopharmacology. However, 
I don’t get it: nary a mention of Thomas 
Szasz. The man is virtually the general 
of the “mad pride” army. How could 
you neglect the author of The Myth of 
Mental Illness and the most respected 
and outspoken critic of the mental 
health establishment? 
DAN SIERADSKI 
Brooklyn, New York 


It helps being reminded that other people 

out there understand my rage and wish 

to help me use my rage to fix this world. 

Thank you for being my antidepressant. 
ERIC BRANSON 
Moscow, Idabo 


I'm suffering from Dysfunctional Society 
Disorder, Over Input Disorder, and 
Opinion Influence Disorder. There is no 
mood-controlling drug that is able to 
mask these ailments. 
DAVE BEDICZ 
Guelph, Ontario 


Isaw this on CNN's website: anti- 
depressants remained the top-selling 
category of drug in 2001, with sales up 
20.2 percent to $12.5 billion. Anti-ulcer 
drugs were the second biggest-selling 
category with sales up 14.4 percent 
to $10.8 billion, Make of it what you 
will-a world in which the predominant 
maladies appear to be caused or 
exacerbated by the portrayal of 
perfection in the media (depression), 
and stress (ulcers). Are we happy yet? 
S. EVANS 
Toronto, Ontario 


Lused to be different when I lived in 
Romania, under the communist regime, 
with no TV at all and totally ignoring the 
official propaganda. Every day there was 


anew joke out about the communists. 
Maybe you could find the best jammers 
over there — we knew how to demolish 
everything they fed us. I was free when 
I got here, only to be assaulted by 
the media. 
ADRIAN DOBREA 
Vancouver, British Columbia 


Apathy is (for some bizarre reason) cool. 
Being rich, powerful, and controlling is 
cool. Activism is not cool, unless we're 
talking about the Gap-ish chic of the 
Black Bloc. Adbusters is cool. It catches. 
the consumer off-guard and makes 
them question things that were just 
background noise before. But lately the 
magazine seems to have turned into a 
contemporary art periodical. 

CHRIS McCONNELL 

Toronto, Ontario 


The company <www.stallmall.com> 
places ads on the backs of bathroom stall 
doors. I found out about it when using a 
restroom ata restaurant the other night. 
Ihave, of course, read about such things 
in Adbusters, but I had no idea of how 
violated I would feel in such a position. 
Suddenly, I really understand the term 
“mind-fuck.” In that bathroom, all of 
my dignity was just taken. Lam outraged, 
Idon’t know if I'll have the guts to jam 
everything that is so wrong here, but I 
now know, once and for all, that 
everything is notall right. 

JAMIE LEE RALPH 

Sarasota, Florida 


Would it hurt to get some paid 
advertising? Your cover price is fucking 
killing me! 
ANTHONY BARBA 
Montauk, New York 


Two and a half years ago I sat down with 
my professor and told him, “Iris just a 
matter of time before somebody decides 
to ship a weapon in the container of a 
transport ship and set it off in the harbors 
of Long Beach, Oakland, and Seattle.” 
Idecided to pack up my nuclear 
engineering degree, and shipped all of my 
possessions to Hawaii. Here there is a 
Waldorf school, and а biodynamic 
farming revolution in progress. | hope 
Ican find a farm with a cow and four or 


five families working a self-contained, 
sustainable farm unit. 
JOHN MITCHELL 
Honaunau, Hawaii 


Mourn not the dead 

that in the cool earth lie... 

But rather mourn the apathetic throng 
the cowed and the meek 

Who see the world’s great anguish 
and its wrong and dare not speak. 


An excerpt from а poem written in 
prison by Ralph Chaplin, a conscientious 
objector in World War I. 
ADRIAAN NIKKEN 
Edmonton, Alberta 





Someone told me I was not allowed to 
watch TV this week. Guess what? All 
that made me want to do is watch TV. 
Someone told me once to save my country 
by going shopping. All that made me 
want to do was sit home and save my 
money. Someone once told me to avoid 
groupthink. I was with a group of people 
at the time, and we all agreed it was a 
great idea. In a temple the other day, 
I turned to my spiritual advisor for hope 
and he gave me anger and hate. I live a life 
of full of joy. I have learned to skip the 
front section and go directly to the 
comics. I want to know about my world. 
But I want to know how to do that while 
keeping joy in my heart. And the words 
do not come to me tonight. Iam stumped. 
Tam bewildered. lam sorry. 

FRANCES GREENE 

Washington, DC 








Sitting next to me on an eight-hour flight 
from Cincinnatti to DC was а young 
couple spending the weekend away from 
their new home to attend a wedding 
In response to the turbulence: “This is 
just like Space Mountain at Disneyland.” 
In response to the delays: “At least I get 
to spend some time with my husband.” 
In response to the kid crying in back 
“We just give our kids cough syrup before 
we fly; it knocks them right out." The 
man behind me says, "I could use a gin 
and tonic right now." She responds, 
“Гуе got Prozac.” 

NICHOLAS NICOLE 

By email 











I just got home from the major motion 
picture Spiderman. It hit me hard as 
hell. As the movie began, the obvious 
advertising began. The Christians and 
the protection of the handgun, the blatant 
Dr. Pepper can, the Samsung, The 
promotion of violence, the false love, 
the bad editing. I'm glad I paid the $7.50 
to get a first-hand look at where we stand. 
The end of the movie has Spiderman 
proudly perched on top of the US 
flagpole. Amazing. 
PAUL 
By email 


I was driving down a busy street at night, 
disconnected from the act of driving, as 
so many of us are. Distracted by the radio 
knobs, I fumbled to find the news station, 
unaware that the driver of the car next 

to me was trying to get my attention. 
Inoticed him in my peripheral vision, and 
froze. What does he want with me? Don't 
look over at him! Paralyzed with fear, I 
stared straight ahead. Finally, I heard him 
scream, “Hey Lady, turn on your lights!" 
For those few moments I was 

overcome with 

the irrational 
fear that 
was being 
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harassed, that I was about to be shot 
while driving like in all of those movies 
Ihave seen, What was that fear? Where 
did it come from? I noticed my blank 
expression in the rearview mirror. When 
did I quit paying attention? When did 1 
start being afraid? 

HANNAH PIERCE-CARLSON 

Tucson, Arizona 


A friend introduced me to your 
underground magazine. At first I was 
excited about a possible movement 
blatantly exposing the “other side” of 
corporate America, But your pro-union, 
anti-patriotic beliefs are obsolete in 
today’s free world where rules and 
regulations are fairly set. Your magazine 
із as synthetic, greedy, and malicious as 
the very companies you slander - a whiny 
middle-America punk who doesn't know 
what hardship i 





MUHAMMAD AMIR 
North Vancouver, British Columbia 
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In case your Hebrew is rusty, this Microsoft billboard in Tel Aviv, Israel, reads, "From the depths of our 
heart, thank you to the Israeli Defense Forces." After public outcry - including an Israeli Peace Bloc 
accusation of "crude nationalistic and militaristic propaganda" - Microsoft USA pressured its Mideast 


division to dump the ad campaign. Too little, too late. 


My girlfriend and I were at our local 
deep-discount outlet, steering our home- 
schooled kids past a huge "patriotic" 
display that was chock full of crap. 
Amid the disposable lighters, plastic 
beach buckets, lipstick cases, and foam 
beer coolers all decked out in flag motifs, 
our oldest daughter spotted a pair of 
socks embroidered with the American 
flag. We told her *no." She protested, 
saying socks are useful things, and since 
our other clothes come from thrift stores, 
we could afford the 99 cents for them, 
Her reasoning impressed us, so we 
inspected the socks and discovered that 
they were made in Afghanistan! It wasa 
great home-schooling lesson for the kids, 
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and I think it's helped to quench her 
burning, blind patriotism. 
MICHELLE MUNN 
By email 


Several years ago, while working as a 
volunteer in Western Sudan, I went to 
the market in Nyala where I met a very 
friendly and talkative man. He was 
attempting to sell a brand of cigarettes 
called Life. A recent decree stated that 

all cigarette packets must bear the 
government health warning. So this man 
was in possession of two piles of packets 
of Life — at different prices. The ones with 
the health warning were significantly 
cheaper. Naturally Lasked why. “Because 
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these cigarettes are bad for you," сате 
the reply. Impeccable logic. 
BOB ZAGHAWA 


Here'sa tip for handling a corporation 
that’s been giving you grief. It’s called 
“the black loop of death." Photocopy 
your middle finger displaying the 
international sign of obscene derision. 
Make two more copies and tape them all 
together. Choose a target fax machine. 
Wait until nighttime, when you know it 
will be unattended, and dial it up. Begin 
to feed your long document into your fax 
machine. When the first page begins to 
emerge below, tape it to the end of the 
last page. This three-page loop will 
continuously feed your image all night 
long. In the morning, your victim will 
find an empty fax machine, surrounded 
by 2000 copies of your finger, flipping 
the bird. 
HARRY FLOOD 
Vancouver, British Columbia 


Here's а project: wear a white poppy 
until Bush stops the insanity! The white 
poppy is the symbol of peace chosen by 
the UK Women’s Cooperative Guild in 
1933. It was chosen by women widowed 
in WW I who called for an end to war. 
Let us work to end military solutions for 
human problems and end the global arms 
trade. Honor the dead and suffering by 
working for peace. Wear a white poppy, 
and tell others we choose peace now. 

FAY FORWARD 

Calgary, Alberta 


Tunderstand and applaud the movement 
you are trying to create, So Ihave a 
choice: either obtain employment in the 
corporate world that is maniacally 
destroying our planet - or quit my job. 
ІН want to keep food in my belly, clothes 
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on my back, and a roof over my head, І ат shackled to my link 
in the corporate chain that binds all of us. What is the American 
man to do? 
JOSHUA VALL 
New York, New York 





Our town council entered a kind of crapological Faustian deal 
with a city advertising agency: in return for repairing and 
upgrading all the public conveniences in Hanover, the council 
gave free access to public space for the placement of large, 
scrolling advertising hoardings — every few hundred meters 
between opposing lanes on highways, on prominent street 
corners, and in the town center. Thus the near financially 
bankrupt city council became finally morally bankrupt. 
Worse still, it hardly seems to bother anyone. 

ANTHONY BUGLASS 

Hanover, Germany 














cad my own pledge of allegiance in school one morning: 
“I pledge allegiance to the symbol of corporate imperialism, and 
to the consumerism for which it stands. One nation, über alles, 
with security and safety for all." I thought it was funny but my 
teacher was furious. She told the principal, who told me I was 
in trouble for “disrupting school activities." 











ANDREW H. 
Richmond, Virginia 


On May 1, better known as May Day, I wore а red armband to 
school for two reasons. First, in remembrance of the struggle for 
workers’ rights and to acknowledge the plight of workers in 

the Third World, Secondly, I wanted other students to ask me 
why I was wearing the armband, which would enable me to tell 
them about another side to May Day, beyond May Baskets and 
the traditional spring dance. 

To my dismay, I was confronted by a teacher. He told me 
Thad to remove the armband, citing the school’s anti-gang 
policy. It was obvious that was not advertising for a gang, 
but fora political idea. The teacher said I had to remove the 
armband or talk to our assistant principal. I chose to go to the 
office rather than to trivialize the accomplishments celebrated 
on May Day 

‘The assistant principle was no kinder, and told me that the 
policy wasn’t his fault and that I would face suspension, 
and possibly expulsion, if did not remove the “offending” 
armband. I made my case clear and was locked in an 
argument for nearly 20 minutes. After informing the 
administrators involved that they were violating my rights, 
nd that I intended to appeal their decision with the aim 
of procuring an official apology, І removed the armband. 

This is not the first time they have actively moved to 
suppress alternative political viewpoints. A Soviet flag, 
constructed out of paper and devoted to wishing our school's 
Knowledge Bowl team good luck in an upcoming competition, 
was hung in our hallways. We had gotten it approved by the 
office for posting — after all, the Cold Waris over. The next day, 
ithad been removed. The administration gave no explanation 


























and refused to address the subject. During my sophomore year, 
the student body attempted to start a student union. Our 
efforts to cooperate with the administration were stonewalled. 

Lam writing this letter to anyone that might be interested 
in writing a letter of concern to my principal, Mr. Larrimore 
Sonju, or to the Red Wing School Board. Contact me at 
<ramundo_johnson@hormail.com>. 

RAY JOHNSON 
Red Wing, Minnesota 











Regarding your University of Toronto 
spoof ad in the last issue [А Second-Rate 
Institution Since the Year 2000," 
Adbusters#41], I draw your attention to 
a university news release that clears up a 
few assumptions that you made about the 
whole Dr. David Healy incident. I was 
not personally offended, but you should 
at least offer both sides of the story. 

“Dr. David Healy, the Centre for 
Addiction and Mental Health and the 
University of Toronto are pleased to 
announce the settlement of all litigation 
and other outstanding disputes. 

“Although Dr. Healy believes that his 
clinical appointment was rescinded 
because of his Nov. 30, 2000 speech at 
the сами, Dr. Healy accepts assurances 
that pharmaceutical companies played no 
role in either CAMH's decision to rescind 
his clinical appointment or the University 
of Toronto's decision to rescind his 
academic appointment following upon 
rescission of his clinical appointment. . . . 

The University of Toronto 
underscores its support for the free 
expression of critical views and 











acknowledges Dr. Healy's scholarship 
by confirming that it will be appointing 
him as a Visiting Professor in the Faculty 
of Medicine.” 











KEVIN AU 
Toronto, Ontario 





Let's revisit this story. Dr. Healy was 
preparing to move to the University of 
Toronto when his offer of a clinical and 
academic position was rescinded. The job 
offer was yanked immediately following 
a November 2000 speech in Toronto, 

in which Healy criticized Prozac, an Eli 
Lilly antidepressant. Like most 
pharmaceutical companies, Eli Lilly is an 
important donor to universities working 
in psychopharmacology. 

We will never know exactly how and 
why the job offer was pulled. What we do 
know is that a respected critic of the 
pharmaceutical industry will now “visit” 
the UofT campus only one week per year 
rather than work and teach full-time. We 
know an out-of-court settlement will 
keep the UofT's backroom decision- 
making process a secret. We know all of 
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naked? What is it? 





and is the reason why 


Is the artist just trying to make people feel like c 
caught in the home-work-home-store-home cy 
that life? Why is this considered depressing? In trying to depict an idea of 
such innocent ignorance, I feel the artists themselves have been ignorant. 
They have been ignorant of this woman's life, rhe struggles she's conquered, 
the beauty that has been revealed to her. The light within her that burns daily 
she is alive and crossing the street that very day. 

The environment and the media all affect us in many different ways. And 
this particular piece of media is nothing but hurtful. 
nice but if you have nothing constructive to say why say anything at all? 


this is championed as “support for free 
expression.” And we know Eli Lilly is 
breathing a sigh of relief. -Eds 





Thad to laugh when I came across the 
following in Canada’s national Globe 
and Mail. | was tickled pink to learn that 
Constable Dubois of the Calgary police 

is searching for the “significance of the 
black dot" in anti-G8 graffiti. 

“The most recent [graffiti] was found 
last week when someone wrote G8 with 
an X over it on a Global Petroleum Show 
billboard. The message also included a 
large black dot. "The significance of the 
black dot, I haven't been able to ascertain 
at the present time,’ Dubois said. ‘It is 
appearing on other outdoor advertising 
as well. The investigation is continuing 
on that one," 

RICHARD NEAL 
Vancouver, British Columbia 


editor@adbusters.org 
fax 604.737.6021 


My roommate and I were confused about the point of this photo [Adbusters 
#40]. What kind of response are you trying to stimulate? Assuming the 

ble from all the things 
been caught in a cycle that will never end, until ...? We do not know. 

The artistis trying to say the woman is not the only one that has a 
depressing life, ignorant of what goes on around her, submerged in the 
“North American” way of life. It is also everyone else on this street, or maybe 
anyone else who doesn't read this magaz 
fill themselves with endless anxiety from trying to survive in a world of 
tion and endurance without breaking thems 


he has to do, and has 





ne, or maybe everyone who doesn't 
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Theartist is very good at judging these "other people." Does his life feel 
better now that he has someone else's shitty life to bounce it off of? Why has 
this photo been published to the world? What kind of advertisement is this? 
What is his solution? To just become an onlooker? To leave the city? To go 





ap because they have been 
le? My response із... isn't 








Freedom of speech is 


MICHELLE GAUDET 
Fernie, British Columbia 


American Apparel 
.net s the basic! 
americanapparel redefines Shirt 








American Apparel ran an ad in a recent issue of Vice with your magazine as 
the spotlight. Here's some of what I wrote to the company: “I'm infuriated аг 
your nerve, or maybe it’s pure oblivion? Featuring a copy of Adbusters to sell 
‘American’ t-shirts demonstrates a complete misconception of the 
‘trendsetting’ demographic that your researchers promise will 

make you richer. Do you understand the violent clash of ideals that you are 
projecting, or are you trying to be crafty? Do you want to generate bad 
publicity? Are you that desperate? Either way, I feel nauseous. You've birthed 
a deep disgust for your brand.” 











SLANDERMASK 
San Francisco, California 
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CULTURAL REVOLUTION 
IS OUR BUSINESS 


FIND OUT MORE 

Visit the Culture Jammers 
Campaign Headquarters. 
www.adbusters.org 


TALK TO US. 
editor@adbusters.org 
artdirector@adbusters.org 
‘campaigns@adbusters.org 
webmaster@adbusters.org, 
subscriptions@adbusters.org, 
info@adbusters.org 
media-pr@adbusters.org 

Tel: (604) 736-9401 

Fax (604) 737-6021 

1243 West 7th Avenue, 
Vancouver, British Columbia, 
Мен 187, Canada 


JOIN OUR NETWORK 
Senda blank email to 
jammers@adbusters.org 
toreceive news releases, 
campaign bulletins and 
strategic updates. 


WATCH THE CULTURE 
JAMMERS VIDEO 

Order it online at 
Www.adbusters.org or call 
1-800-663-1243, or fill out 
the subscription insert card. 


USE US 
We are a full-service 
advocacy advertising agency 
ready to create your next 
social marketing campaign — 
ifthe cause is right. 
Powershift@adbusters.org 
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Jason McLean 


fer Jackson, 
Colorado Then & Now 
courtesy Colorado 
Historical Society 











REPRINT US 
Email for permission to 
reprint our editorial and 
visual content. 

reprints@adbusters.org 


SUPPORT US 
Weare а non-profit. 
organization that welcomes 
donations and grants in 
three areas: 

To help Adbusters grow 
into an activist journal 
available on newsstands 
around the world. 

* To help us launch and 
sustain our social. 
marketing campaigns. 

«To help us pay for our 
legal battles. 





Please support our work: 
Donate online at 
Www.adbusters.org, 
information /donate. 

+ In the US write a check to 
Tides Foundation/Media 
Foundation and send it to the 
above address. In Canada. 
and overseas write a cheque 
to Adbusters Media 
Foundation. For more 
information contact 

David Niddrie: 

(604) 736-9401 
dave@adbusters.org, 


Mirror spreads, 
Chris Gergley 


Back cover, Afghan 
model series, Wid Bily 


Correction, #41 
The text m Dave, 
Who the fuck ae 
you?", "Youneed me 
to feel superior, need 
you to laugh at” and 
“Uke dust swept 
under the carpet” as 
well as the imagesof 
teeth and contact 
sheets, inspired by 














(Scalo Publishers, 
New York) 











The cheese doodles are out, their orangeness radiant and 
unholy. A flat of Budweiser is in the fridge. Ben is whistling as 
he tacks a team banner above the sofa. (Since when does he 
whistle?) Later, when the game is on, I stand in the doorway and 
watch. These men don't look like zombies - there's laughter and 
the kind of faux wrestling you see in beer commercials, the knee 
grabs and loose headlocks that tighten in expectation of the next 
play. Ben looks better than I've seen him in weeks. A smile plays 
around his lips. There's electricity in his body, like any moment 
he'll start juggling or walk on his hands. And this is what | now 
have to look forward to, these brief glances at the real guy before 
he returns to his shambling, glassy-eyed alter ego. 

Where the fuck do you go? | say, accidentally loud. The four of 
them freeze, mid-grapple, but the cheering drags their eyes back 
tothescreen. 


DO YOU KNOW WHAT'S GOING ON? 








THE SWARMING ENORMITY OF AMERICAN POPULAR 
culture ought to be obvious. Never have so many 
communicated so much, on so many screens, through 
so many channels, absorbing so many hours of 
irreplaceable human attention, Yet for all the talk 
and the talk about the talk, the main truth slips 
through our fingers — the immensity of the experience 
of media, the sheer quantity of attention paid, the 
devotions and rituals that absorb our time and 
resources. The obvious but hard-to-grasp truth is that 
living with the media is today one of the main things 
we do. 

We know, most of the time, that the images, 
sounds, and stories that make up the media are not 
“real,” although when they grip us we don't want 
to tear ourselves away. Real are my family, friends, 
coworkers. Real is the taste of coffee, or the fly 
buzzing around the kitchen, or the pounding of my 
heart after a climb uphill. Real, in other senses, is my 
job, or cooking, or shopping, or organizing my 
routines to get to work or procure food. 

We want our images to be almost real. We expect. 

а certain fidelity from images, whether fictional or 
“reality-based.” If fictional, we expect them to be 
plausible, in some way lifelike, even if they are 
fantastic. We expect them to heighten life, to intensify 
and focus it by being better than real, more vivid, 
more stark, more something. We want a burst of 
feeling, a frisson of commiseration, a flash of delight, 
а moment of recognition - so that’s what it's like 
when your boyfriend sleeps with your sister, when 
you lose a patient in the emergency room, when 
you're voted off the Survivor island. 

We aim, through media, to indulge and serve our 
hungers by inviting images and sounds into our lives, 
making them come and go with ease in a never-ending 
quest for stimulus and sensation. Our prevailing 
business is the business not of information but of 
satisfaction, the feeling of feelings, to which we give as 
much time as we can manage. We seek and sometimes. 
find a laugh from a sitcom joke, an erotic twinge 
from an underwear ad, a jolt of rhythm from a radio 
playlist, a sensation of moving with remarkable speed 
through a video game. Even the quest for information 
includes the quest for the delight to be found in 
retrieving it a quest, that is, for a feeling. Even on 
and after the infamous day of September 11, 2001, 
people turned to television not only for facts but for 
rituals of shared horror, grief, sympathy, reassurance, 
and the many forms of solidarity. 

Ina society that fancies itself the freest ever, 
spending time with communications machinery is the 





main use to which we have put our freedom. All 
human beings play, but this civilization has evolved a 
particular form of play: wedding fun to convenience 
by bathing ourselves in images and sounds. The most 
important thing about the communications we live 
among is not that they deceive (which they do); or that 
they broadcast a limiting ideology (which they do); 
or emphasize sex and violence (which they do); or 
convey diminished images of the good, the true, and 
the normal (which they do); or corrode the quality of 
art (which they also do); or reduce language (which 
they do) - bur that with all their lies, skews, and 
shallow pleasures, they saturate our way of life with 
a promise of feeling, even if we may not know exactly 
how we feel about one or another batch of images 
except that they are there, streaming out of screens 
large and small, or bubbling in the background of life, 
but always coursing onward. To an unprecedented 
degree, the torrent of images, songs, and stories 
streaming has become our familiar world. 
Postmodernists claim that the profusion of 
images induces a state of vertigo, a sort of rapture of 
indeterminacy, in which people no longer care 
whether images correspond to the world in which 
they think they live-or, in fact, that they relish the 
discrepancies between images and realities, between 
signifiers and signifieds. Yet this is plainly not so. 
For all the irony and bemusement with which we 
manage the flow, people still search for solid ground — 
a search that, perversely, leads us astray, as the 
cultural and political industries exploit our old- 
fashioned, unhip longings. 


Reprinted from Media Unlimited: How the Torrent 
of Images and Sounds Overwhelms Our Lives, by 
Todd Gitlin (Metropolitan Books, 2002). Gitlin is a 
professor of culture, journalism and sociology at 
New York University. 
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When does an advertisement that provokes become a 
provocation that advertises? Acclaim Entertainment tested 
the limits with the UK launch of ShadowMan: 2econd Coming, 
anew slasher game for the Sony PlayStation 2. To hype the 
release, Acclaim offered to pay cold cash to families of the 
recently deceased in exchange for a "deadvertisement" on 
agenuine gravestone. The backlash was swift, sharp, and 
outraged - and the media coverage was nice and splashy. 


Television networks know it's good business to fight for the M 


rights of their consumers. That's why Turner Broadcasting 
CEO Jamie Kellner has zero tolerance for new video 
recorders that allow viewers to edit the ads out of TV shows 
and movies. “Any time you skip a commercial . .. you're 
actually stealing the programming," said Kellner in April, 

in defense of his advertisers’ right to a captive audience. 


Just-the-facts is losing market share to infotainment 

According to a 2000 poll by Philadelphia's Pew Charitable. 

Trusts, more than a third of Americans under 30 rely on late- 
night comedians like SNL's Jimmy Fallon as primary news 
sources. Meanwhile, 79 percent of this age bracket and a full 

50 percent of American adults rely on sit-coms and other non- | 
news programs for much of their knowledge of current events. M 


How much did they know, and when? It's the question that can topple 
a White House or a crooked CEO. Now it's being asked of the world- 
wide Roman Catholic Church on charges of a systemic cover-up of 
chronic child rape. The Pope can browbeat his foot-soldiers on TV, 

but the waffling of US church leaders like Cardinal Bernard Law has 
shattered public faith in a venerable institution. With their global 
positioning system gone, millions of churchgoers are stranded in a 
secular ds of shifting signposts, and no road leads to Rome. 


The television: it’s become a part of the family, cheerfully beaming its pale blue 
light. Eighteen years ago, Columbia University researchers started watching as 707 
kids grew up with the tube. Now they report that 29 percent of teens who watch 
more than three hours of TV daily go on to commit aggressive acts against others. 
Ofkids who watched less than an hour a day, only about six percent ended up 
turning violent. It's another landmark study. But enough about that. What's on TV? 





Vis-à-vis my New Year's resolution - restore contact with the human race –1 decided 
to go to the annual Oscar party. Sherri sent around capsule reviews and there was a 
betting pool in the staff room. All week I chatted about it. Chat, chat, chat. It all came so 
easily. It was like | had been given the password, and people who had shuffled silently 
past me for months would stop by to dissect Denzel's career arc. 

came to the party with an appetizer copied out of the newspaper. (Thank god for the 
Life section, but didn't this paper used to cover, you know, war in Africa?) | drank blush, 
gossiped and giggled, took a cab home. Ben had left the TV on. Notice here how the 
young bluegill sunfish mimics the dominant female, the narrator whispered, his voice 
clipped and British, hoping to elude attack and remain in the territory. 








TER THAN LIVE. That's the tagline for RCS Interner 
Voice Tracking, a retailer of digital equipment that lets online users 
record a live-sounding radio program and broadcast it on any station, 
anytime, anywhere in the world. To give you an idea of how voi 
ng works, Colorado Spring 
residents might think they're hearing 
la homespun live broadcast on KMOM 
rM. In fact, they're listening to a 
Ipre-taped DJ in San Diego, his Top 49 
songlist punctuated with local new 
land celebrity interviews. Not only thad 
the same DJ can operate in severa 
different cities, custom-tailoring eac 
how by adding the appropriate local 
touches. The audience, for the mosg 
part, is none the wiser. 


revelations ma 
be concealment... 


a 
cyber-jocking = isn’t some newfangled 
form of on-air trickery. American 
radio programmers have been иіп 
the technique since the late 1980s. But 
its recent popularity surge reflects a 
larger trend in the profit-hungry media 
world. As concentration of ownershi 
increases, matched by dramatic tech 
nological improvements, thousands o 
radio and television companies ard 
enriching themselves by broadcasting 
shows that aren't what they appea 
to be. 

With some 1,200 radio stations (its 
clos has just 205), Clea 
¡Channel Communications Inc. is the 
WalMart of US radio. A top executive 
recently admitted to the Wall Stree 
Journal that many of its local proper 
ties are voice-tracked, citing higher. 
[quality programming nationwide as a 
benefit to Now Britney 
Spears can give an in-person interview 
in Peoria today and the same one in 
Sacramento next week — all withouy 
leaving the comfort of LA. 

If people don't like this unstoppabl 
force, they'll get used to it soon 
enough; remember, nobody 
happy when radio made the s 
from live to recorded music. For Cleat 
Channel, the advantages are obvious 
їс can build powerful brands бої 
pennies a glas 
reassembling a relatively small amount of content into market-specif- 
ic configurations. 


listeners. 





o have never even paid a visit, voice-tracking actually reduce 
quality of life for its listeners. A behemoth like Clear Channel can 
corner the national and regional radio advertising markets in 
Anytown, usa, forcing smaller local competitors to cut staff. The 


to go are usually reporters, which means that resident 
local news researched from San Diego or Chicago. Guess who won’ 
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roadcasting generates its ТУ sets ona raphics workstation. isn't this simply cosmetic sleight of hand, a trompe 
Sitting ar a desk in front of hyperreal 3-D backgrounds, Equity news | l'oeil that makes the show more fun to watch? News is still news] 
fanchors look like they're calling the headlines from an opulent studio whether it’s read by Tom Brokaw on Nac or a guy on the holodeck о! 
fitted with video monitors and roving cameras. Thanks to the same | the uss Enterprise. Well, not exactly. Fake 3-D news has the same ten- 
dency as its radio counterpart to wipe 
the floor of smaller and less-deceitful] 
competitors, leaving viewers strapped 
for balanced reporting about thei 
ity. And like voice-tracking, 
it pulls the audience into a dislocated 
world where appearance trumps 
reality and format drags content ir 
its wake. 
Local yet national. Live yet p 
recorded. Disingenuous yet entertain, 
low yet tomorrow and last week 


too. High-tech, yet cost-effective; 
Think of a camera whose parts ard 
built in Japan but assembled at a facto- 
ry in Shanghai. That's how the global 
[economy sustains itself: selling Japan- 
lese brand equity for a made-in-China 
price. Whatever = it's the future. But 
Top 40 radio and TV news are a tricki- 
ег product than cameras - consumers 
[can't read a label on the back to learn 
where and how things were really pu 
together. Those secrets won't reveal 
themselves to us so easily. Our eyes 
and ears are not the precision tools 
they once wer 

-Nick Rockel 


There’s a street corner I sometimes 
turn where artists, musicians, and 
[assorted hooligans staple their posters 
land propaganda to the hoarding. A 
few months ago I noticed a new addi 
tion, a sticker asking, “What is 
Life?” I stopped and tried to divine 
the meaning of this cryptic communi 
cation. It wasn't obviously ironic. 14 
wasn't art — I was sure of that. The 
name of a band, maybe. A religion? A| 
social movement? Some kind of collec- 
ive? It might as well have been a test 
pattern the way Istared at it, stupefied. 
[Anger seeped through me when I final- 
ly recognized the sticker for what i 
was: a guerrilla marketing tactic. I'd 
encountered a new strain of the bac 
breakthrough, two commonly owned TV stations in Lubbock, Texas, | firing 15M love-peace-and-Linux-penguin blight - or worse still, the] 
[run separate newscasts out of the same virtual set. Broadcasters save fake САР activist scheme, where store managers spray-painted “Free 
[money and viewers get their news, again with a hefty concession dom” on their own windows. 
ПРЕ i 









trying to cines of every color and consistency. 
ing budgets aiming prescription drugs directly at US consumers, 
Pinned down by this friendly fire, Americans blew a record $132 bil 





"That's just it,” she replied. “You're not supposed to know.” 1 
began to curse mLife, whatever it was. 
She smiled. “They gor you too, huh?" 
The hell they did! No, she was right. 
| was mad because Га wasted precious] 
ime pondering the mLife riddle. PIN 
Inever get those moments back. And| 
when the fabulous product із revealed, 
what then? Do I give in, say what al 
clever trick and go out and buy the] 
thing? No. But some other poor fool| 
probably will. 
Advertising campaigns like mLife 
lusurp the role of activist street propa-| 
anda, which also baits passers-by 
with a message or image whose] 
motive is unclear. By questioning the 
meaning of a poster or sticker, you} 
may start looking at your surround, 
ings in a more critical way, noticing} 
details that weren't there before. 
But when you find out you were| 
puzzling over an advertising ploy for} 
wireless services from aver, that} 
heightened awareness of the world 
melts like а popsicle, mLife used thel 
tools of subversion to subvert your! 
subversiveness, You're left staring into} 
the ad vacuum, watching it swallow] 
first space and money, then perspec 
tive, awareness, ideas, trust, belief, 
communication, revelation, dignity, 
control, and freedom. Everything that] 
[makes you you. 


































































Michael Foreman) 


For the first time in history, sickness is 
voluntary, a smart choice promising al 


Jhe truth is cectoioly 
out here > : 





right and shining tomorrow. Ameri- 
cans of sound mind and body are 
paying for the privilege of declaring] 
themselves physically and mentally ill. 
Why? Because they've seen and heard} 
about a prescription drug that will 
instantly ratcher them up to a higher] 
tate of performance. This isn't about 
victimhood or the healing process, 
both fashionable in the long-ago ‘90. 
t's about spending money to get an 
edge - sexual, emotional, social- on the competition, fast. lion on doctor-prescribed chemicals in 2000. 

Pharmaceutical giants like Pfizer, Merck and Eli Lilly are already But the boomers and their parents won't live forever. To inoculate 
xpert at gauging the panic levels of baby boomers, whose creaky themselves against the coming extinction, drug manufacturers mus 























ass of healthy sick people by reclassitying norma en sit back and collect stupid amounts of cash. 
uman experiences as medical conditions. Next, develop cures forthe Viagra was the gateway drug. Its widely publicized 1998 release by 
[new ailments. Focus on self-directed self-improvement — with every- Pfizer led to an epidemic of elective sexual inadequacy among Ameri 
an males of all ages. Newer to market 
re pharmaceuticals claiming to соп 
bat “generalized anxiety disorder, 
obesity, and high cholesterol, which no] 
more qualify as illnesses needing med} 
lication than confidence, slenderness oi 
a low bank balance, Or maybe you 
prefer to see things differently. 
Most audacious is the drug indus 
туѕ medicalization of baldness, al 
courge that strikes adult males in] 
hlarming numbers. During the 2000 ad 
for Propecia, an апі 
by Merck, American] 
physicians clocked 850,000 visits from 
patients worried about their missing 
hair — 79 percent more than the previ 
ous year. But the truth is that in clinical 
rials of the drug, only five percent ol 
ubjects showed significant improve. 
ment. And not all comb-overs ard 
falling for the spiel. In fact, there's al 
[growth in anti-hair clubs. Bald R Us, al 
US-based support group, celebrates 
baldness as a state of masculine perfec 
tion. Its slogan: Just Say No to Rugs, 
Drugs and Plugs. 

Still, millions more Americans are] 
saying yes to a media bombardment 
calling for voluntary infirmity. The 
average US consumer sees nine pred 
scription drug ads a day on TV, andl 
responds by rewarding the бо most 
advertised products with 30-044 
percent of total sales. Then again, these 
people aren't dupes: if anything, drug 
dvertising has made them savvier| 
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down. About the expensive 
cocktails that keep their bodies togeth 
er after 40 years of deskwork and fas 
food. About the physiological flaw: 
hey don't have to accept, each ond 
tweakable by a bottle of pills. Choose] 
sickness in health, buy the instant fi 
land wham!, you're factory-ready to 
ore chicks, do deals, look like 132 
lone taking drugs to get better, isn't it more rewarding to select a pill | billion hairy bucks. If life is an illness, there's always hope for a cure. 
hat makes you be better? Americans have become a fickle, choosy = Nick Rockel 
they demand. Hype 
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“Dear Mr. Martin Parr... I still think you are from a different planet. And why not? Yours...” 
— Henri Cartier-Bresson 


Henri Cartier-Bresson, legendary co-founder of the Magnum 





photo agency, opposed the approaches introduced by younger 
photographers like Martin Parr. After quickly viewing one 
of Parr's shows in 1995 - а bleak view of world tourism - 





Cartier-Bresson stared at Parr and said, “I have only one 
thing to say to you. You are from a completely different planet 
to me.” Later, he faxed a similar message (above). 








“Dear Henri, Thanks for your fax ... I acknowledge there is a large gap between your celebration 
of life and my implied criticism of it. My intuition tells me these are the issues I must deal 
with through photography. What I would query with you is, ‘Why shoot the messenger?” 
Yours sincerely...” 


— Martin Parr 


Again, a kind of 
silence. A great. 
period of gestation. 
A harsh conformity 
to religious 
hierarchy weighs 
on the individual 
spirit. Turning and 
turning, time slows 
down. As 
consciousness 
dims, the memory 
of ancient 
civilizations drift into oblivion. With little 
sense of opportunity, life becomes a 














circle, repetition built upon repetition. 
Time is silent. Eons pass. Mind and matter come together and Then, with all possibilities forgotten, a 
explode. Civilization. The Middle East, Greece, China. The match strikes. A glow appears, dim at 
founding and development of philosophy, art, law, religion, first. From the darkness, we step out into 





medicine, science, agriculture, The power of the collective- the Renaissance. Whoosh. 
of society takes hold around much of the world. The Shang 
and Zhou dynasties. The Roman 
Empire. Confucius. Democracy in 
Athens. The written, sacred story spins 
the wheel of history. Hippocrates, 
Democritus, Socrates, Plato, and 
Aristotle. Buddhism, Hindu scripture. 
New powers, new struggles. Ptolemaic 
cosmology, Galenic medicin 
finally, at every level, conflict 
then decadence and military excess. 
The bubble closes. The collapse of 
























empire begins. 


In a single year, the great 
modern physicist Galileo 
Galilei dies; the great 
modern physicist Isaac 
Newton is born. 
Enlightenment has 
erupted, a celebration of 
possibilities, of building a 
towering utopia in which 
people are free from the 
punishing forces of nature 
and superstition. 
Revolutions shake western Europe and America, The sheer force 
of the acceleration strips the moment of its vestiges of tradition, 
its shackles to progress. Science is infused with adventure. 
Franklin's lightning rod, Whitney's cotton gin, Stephenson's 
locomotive, Morse's telegraph, Gatling's machine gun, Edison's 
light bulb, Graham Bell's telephone, Benz's automobile, 
Fastman's camera, Prescott roller coaster. A sudden shift in art 
and literature follows, a growing unease that the world is built 
of chaos, Gauss's non-Euclidean geometry threatens the unity of 
math and science; Stravinsky's “Rite of Spring" prompts riots; 
Einstein crushes time and space; Joyce drags the novel into 






































the river of consciousness. New freedoms are demanded, and 
reaped. And on July 20, 1969, the Greek god Apollo is 
transformed into a modern hero as Neil Armstrong takes one 
small step on the moon, 

















Where does the breakdown begin? Atomic bombs 
over Hiroshima and Nagasaki? Several million 
Jews killed by a democratically elected regime? 
“Ethnic cleansing”? In some forgotten moment, 
modernism withers. A new era of recognition 
begins, a celebration of hybrids and pluralities, of 
ambiguity and doubt, of fragmentation and irony, 
of meaning in multiple meanings. With a now- 
familiar suddenness, society 
embraces the many parallel 
worlds though which reality 
forms and is experienced. 
There’s a man behind the 
curtain and he wears no 
clothes. The lies are big and 
they're many: truth is not 
truth, but power. Instability is 
opportunity, time is erher, 
objectivity is subjectivity, 
knowledge is being, essence is 
existence, reality is story, 
stories are language, language 
isa game. Science 

is ideology, ego is DNA, 
humanity is flesh, flesh is 
nature, nature is technology, 
technology is us. We are 
machines. The dream dies, but 
the dreamer awakens. 
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EACH FALL, AS THE LEAVES BEGIN TO COLOR AND 
there'sa crisp hint of winter in the wind, | face the 
prospect of teaching the transcendentalist authors to 
my junior classes. My approach has changed a great 
deal, but though the lessons shift, each year my 
students and I must address fundamental questions 
about our backgrounds and values. 

The process begins easily enough; I start each day 
with my bicycle ride to work, enjoying the stillness of 
the early morning. | appreciate the wildlife remaining 
in the affluent suburban scene and the simple means of 
transportation and exercise. can’t help but think that 
Henry Thoreau or Ralph Waldo Emerson would 
approve. As I get closer to work, my students tear past 
me in their Range Rovers, Explorers, and Jeeps. The 
prospect of teaching the virtues of “simplify, simplify 
simplify” begins to grow comple: 

Tknow I make it harder on myself than I have to. 
Asa child of the “60s, and one who devoured Thoreau 
cover to cover, I want the students to do more than 
just read him. ladmit that I'm not as troubled if 
they "just r awthorne or Poe, taking away a 
few salient characteristics of the authors’ styles or 
recognizing some common themes in their works. 

I want them to do much more with the 
transcendentalists: I hope my students will use the 
writings as a catalyst to deeply examine their lives, 
their goals and the direction of the world they 

will inherit. 

Tknow it now sounds like a ludicrously ambitious 
task, and my wife reminds me, “You're just an 
English teacher, with 4o-minute classes." But it 
wasn't always such an insurmountable goal. When 
rst began teaching high school 17 years ago, my 
students enjoyed the idea of moving away to Walden 
Pond and surrounding themselves with the natural 
world. They could relate to classical ideals of beauty 
and to Eastern religious values asa source of 




































ad 

















inspiration. Some asked for the original sources 
cited in the footnotes or discussed what they knew 

of communes. When we read the essay on civil 
disobedience, the classes examined various campaigns 
(cg. the environment, abortion, gun control) and 
how Thoreau's beliefs linked to modern politics. | ean 
remember assigning a short essay on a living hero who 
embodied the convictions depicted in the essay. We 
discussed Ralph Nader, Rosa Parks, Nelson Mandel 
even the Watergate journalists Bob Woodward and 
Carl Bernstein. 

Lean also remember when the tide turned in 
the late 1980s. It was а gradual shift, but more and 
more students began to react negatively to the 
pts in the readings. My students asked if they 
could write about why they did not have a living hero. 

The focus of the discussions moved from Thoreau 
and Emerson's insights to the inconsistencies in 
their actions. 

“How long did Thoreau really stay at Walden Pond?” 

“How long was he in jail? 

"Didn't Thoreau just live off of Emerson's money?” 

“Emerson's money was inherited, so what's 
the point?” 
ny of the students jumped to defend their own 
lifestyles before giving much thought to the issues in 
the readings. I should stress that there are still students 
who relate to the transcendentalists, or who at least 
take a hard look at the issues, but for more and more 
students the common reaction to the essays became 
“Who are they to judge my life?” 

With such a strong reaction against the 
transcendentalists, I had to come up with wa 
to prevent my classes from dodging the thrust of the 
movement. If the students would not embrace the 
principles of transcendentalism, my goal was to get 
them at least to defend their choices. One example 
of a typical assignment: 

“Iris wo a.m. and you have finally finished all of 
your homework, You blissfully fall into the arms of 
Morpheus (i.c., sleep) only to be awakened by a tall, 
thin man who has a striking resemblance to H.D. 
Thoreau or to R.W. Emerson. Before you can gather 
your wits, he begins to question you about your 
possessions, your values and your goals. Defend 
yourself against what you sec as his charges against 
your lifestyle.” 

Some students counter the ghosts of the 
transcendentalists by predicting that Emerson or 
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Thoreau would actually welcome the lives the 
students live. One wrote: 

*'Simplify, simplify. Instead of three meals a day, 
if it be necessary eat but one; instead of a hundred 
dishes, five; and reduce other things in proportion," 
said Thoreau with a holier-than-thou look at my 
baby-blue gown and matching purse. I respond: ‘Sir, 
you were born in a different time when everything was 
simpler. Although dances are costly and extravagant, 
the memories are worth all the extra money that goes 
into them. For only a couple hundred dollars you can 
spend time dancing and having fun with all your 
friends and enjoying yourself. You eat good food and 
wear pretty clothes, and you can even buy pictures to 
remember the night by. The boys open doors for you 
and say nice things, and the girls tell each other how 
pretty they all look.” 

Other students adopt the independence of Thoreau 
or Emerson to set up a relative sense of values to 
justify their own choices. 

“I understand your point, but there are plenty of 
things that technology brings us that are at least equal 
to - if not better than - nature, What about music? 
With my CD player I can listen to any type of music I 
want, employing the same senses I would use if I went 
out into the woods. It doesn't take me away from 
nature so much as it gives me а substitute when I'm 
too busy to be in nature. Besides, any time someone 
wants to be in nature they can just walk outside." 

I respect the students’ knowledge of the readings 
and even their attempts to use rhetorical skills to 
justify behavior that they know is questionable from 
a transcendentalist's point of view. What interests me 
most, though, is when students look beyond political 
issues to their relationships with friends and family. 
Some acknowledge that the transcendentalists hold 
a certain appeal, but a stumbling block stands in the 
way - their parents. The students portray a battle 
scene with their schoolbooks and sar prep materials 
on one side of their room, and photographs of friends 
and keepsakes from camping trips on the other. 

The following student demonstrates the despair 
in the face of this pressure: 

“Of course, Lam not bound by law to go to school. 
If really wanted to, I suppose I could run away from 
home and really ‘live’ life. But then again, society tells 
me that I should get a good education, get a good job, 
and make a lot of money. So, what choice do I have 
bur to comply? I could go against the majority, keep. 
my pride, and still lose.” 














What strikes me about this conflict is that often the 
parents, who are pushing their children towards the 
"right" future, were themselves products of the ‘60s, 
a time of great respect for the views of the 
transcendentalists. “Things are different now,” 
parents tell me, and they worry if their children don't 
appear sufficiently “goal-oriented.” Without a doubt, 
their kids have got the message. 

Each year I wrestle with my classes, trying to get 
students to step away from their lives and view them 
from the outside, much like Thoreau’s view from 
the woods of Walden pond. And each year it becomes 
apparent that fewer and fewer students enjoy the 
process. Most are certain that if they can only get 
accepted into the “good school” and “good job,” 
they will make enough money to guarantee 
their happiness, 

Atterm’s end, as ride back home in the evening, 

I wonder how the transcendentalists would evaluate 
my success. I hear one voice saying, “Absolutely 
speaking, the more money, the less virtue,” a principle 
Tknow to be roundly rejected by the students who 
now scream past me in their cars. 

On the other hand, I think of the one or two 
students who waited after class, furtive and fearing 
the reaction of their peers, to tell me how much they 
enjoy the ideas. As I watch the autumn sky and enjoy 
the calm world of my ride, I hear another voice say, 
“To laugh often and much . .. To know even one life 
has breathed easier because you have lived. This is to 
have succeeded.” Torn in both directions by the 
words of the transcendentalists, Гат uneasy; I think 
they would approve. 





Richard Sandler has taught high school English in 
St. Louis, Missouri, for the last 15 years. 
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POSTMODERN EPIPHANIES | 


I was drinking iced tea when I noticed the label 
said ‘Lipton’s New Bolder Brisk Iced Tea’ and it 
dawned on me that we had nowhere left to go. 


What is a pomo epiphany? It’s the 
“realization” that “my” “intuitions” 
about “the” “way” “things” “are” have 
been “right” all along. 
DOMENIC BERDUCCI 
Toyama, Japan 


The postmodern epiphany would have 
to be anti-epiphanic, as there is no longer 
any transcendent or higher realm. Like 
the time I was given this yellow novelty 
pen that consisted of a giant smiley face 
and boxing gloves that operated via а 
simple lever mechanism. 





L. TANGUAY 
Manchester, England 


I don't believe in words anymore. 
Language isa blunt dry system, a power 
structure of meaning that serves nothing 
but consumption. 

iama free spirit 
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This is my language. My mind is 
my own, 








THOMAS O'CONNOR 
Calgary, Alberta 


We're living in a world with the “real” 
taken out of it. For example, consider 
the laugh of the audience at the sit-coms, 
which enables us to say "well that sure 
was an entertaining evening,” without 
even laughing a single time. 
PATRIK BAARD 
Stockholm, Sweden 











Born in 1985, my youth fell into the crack 
between revolution and aftermath. [ean 


WILLIAM STEFFEY 
Chicago, Illinois 


neither participate in the former nor revel 
in the latter. To paraphrase the great 
postmodernist author Chuck Palahniuk: 
Thave no war to fight, no Great 
Depression. My war is a spiritual one, 
my great depression is my life. 

LEIGH BEADON 

Alton, Ontario 





Tam 23 years old and my mind is 
confused 8o percent of the day - about 
the future, about what I want for my life. 
But sometimes I really have epiphanies: 
1 feel real, I feel alive, and I hate the 
people around me. 

ALESSANDRO BERTELLI 

Milan, Italy 





Earlier this year the governor made his 
state-of-the-state speech at the capitol 
in Hartford. When two people saw what 
looked like a sniper on the roof of the 
legislative office building, the capitol was 
put on “lockdown.” It turned out to bea 
guy with a permit and a camera, filming 
а commercial. So you had klieg lights and 
TV cameras trained on the roof, where 
klieg lights and TV cameras pointed 
reflexively back - two mirrors being held 
up onc against the other, all the while 
tuning the instruments of paranoia to 
the perfect pitch. 
J. PATRICK COOLICAN 
East Hampton, Connecticut 


Pve been in countless debates, we're 
delving into juicy issues, not everybody 
agrees but we're having a good time. 
Then, some jackass comes out and says 
it: “Well, nobody can ever know 
anything for certain, anyway." How 
useless is that? And the jackass thinks 
she or he's the king of the hill. Does that 









mean I'm supposed to lay down in 
philosophical paralysis? 

MICHAEL O'NEIL 

Columbus, Ohio 


Thad a nice pomo experience in 
Brazil during the world social forum 
where I saw Indian monks, Brazilian 
fight-for-land people, anarcho-punks, 
Noam Chomsky, and student movements 
from all around the globe together 
discussing a better world. 

MARCOS MENEZES 

Brazil 


Even subversive art or messages (such 
as Adbusters magazine itself) are still 
just dumping more on the collective 
consciousness. A truly postmodern 
artwork would go back to before we 
could even write or speak, before we were 
even human and observed the beautiful 
silent art of the universe. 

JOSHUA DALLMAN 

Portland, Oregon 


One of the characteristics of 
postmodernism is a search for ways 
of living heroically in an inherently 
meaningless world. The more | 
contemplate upon death and my 
mortality, the more it inspires me to 
live my life like а work of art. 
BRIAN С TON 
Baton Rouge, Louisiana 





Postmodernism makes me long for the 
days when... wait, wait... what were 
we talking about again? 
PAT CROWLEY 
Marshfield, Massachusetts 
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VALUES 


llege, a depres: 


herneurotransmitter levels. т 
felt good; most of the time she w. 
lay night. She would prepare all al 
is to make arrangements, tidying in 
lappy even before nine, when she took 
le dance floor, or maybe during the walk home 
ays she was monosyllabic and heavy-lidded. 





IT IS A CRUSADE, ISN'T IT? 

The word had scarcely left George Bush’s lips 
before the White House spin squad retracted it. 

That was back in September, but the word - фе 
sentiment- never vanished. Sure, we want unfettered 
access to oil and to sleep untroubled by fears of falling 
jets. But that’s not all. We also want evil driven from 
the world and replaced by “universal values.” 

In April, Tony Blair paid bent-kneed tribute at 
George Bush Sr.'s Presidential Library. “The values 
we believe in are worth fighting for; they are in the 
ascendant,” the British prime minister told the world. 
“We shouldn’t be shy of giving our actions not just 
the force of self-interest, but moral force.” We must 
promote our values to ensure our long-term security 
and prosperity, he said, but also because we are in 
the right. 

We must go further than smashing unfriendly 
regimes and hunting infidels into the ground. We must 
also ensure that the governments and populations 
we allow to survive are convinced that our way is the 
high way. We must ensure that Muslim college kids 
and schoolchildren and susceptible moderates steadily 
imbue tiny draughts of our values (a snatch of Garth 
Brooks, the right to bear arms). We want them on our 
side before they’re even aware that the war of values 
has begun. We want them intoxicated. 

But who, exactly, will be our soldiers of virtue, 
our paladins of morality? 

Will it be the business jet-set, cultivating new 
legions of consumers, fleeing tougher environmental 
and labor codes at home in order to shrink costs and 
fatten profit columns? 

Will it be our foreign development workers, with 
their disturbing tendency to criticize the American 





regime for its pig-headed unilateralism and paltry 
foreign-aid spending (the lowest percentage of GDP 
among industrialized nations)? 

Will it be tourists swathed in camera equipment 
and self-importance, complaining when the menu 
isn’t written in English, dropping in for potted 
displays of the local dance before flying home? 

Will it be actual troops stationed abroad? 

The true foot-soldiers of the war will likely travel 
by satellite and broadband. *What America exports 
to poor countries through the ubiquitous media — 
pictures of glittering abundance and national 
self-absorption — enrages those whom it doesn't 
depress," writes author George Packer. "To most 
of the world, America looks like a cross between a 
heavily armed action hero and a Lexus ad.” How do 
we convince the world that we are a beacon of good 
when our principal exports are Baywatch and bad 
food, teenage rebellion and military hardware? 

A more fundamental question: What are “our 
values,” anyway? 

There are, of course, the principles that slip. 
so glibly from the lips of Bush and Blair. We have 
freedom of speech, even more so if you are a 
media oligopoly and the content of your speech is 
commercial. We enjoy equality of opportunity, 
although access to health care and education is largely 
determined by zip code. We believe in “rejoicing 
in different colors and cultures,” though the prison 
system remains somewhat less multicultural. 

Above all we believe in democratic participation, 
which is available at different prices and strengths, 
like detergent. 

Then there are the values that we address not in 
words but in actions. Our belief that human 
not equivalent; that the death of an Afghan ci 
is less reprehensible than our own, and that millions 
can be allowed to die from malaria and preventable 
diseases while we are treated for wrinkles and hair 
loss. That justice consists of killing or caging 
transgressors. That species can be sacrificed on the 
altar of economic progress, and don’t worry about the 
integrity of our ecosystems. Alll of these, too, we have 
ingested in tiny draughts, hardly noticing what we 
drank. But we are starting to feel queasy. 

Mr. Bush, Mr. Blair; you don’t have to go overseas 
to fight your war of values. 

We're ready right here. 








— Chris Tenove 
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I'm a 23-year-old Israeli . A close friend 
of mine was at the scene, and that story 
caused a great controversy in Israel. 
The man who was killed was a terrorist 
wearing an explosive belt. The soldiers 
had orders not to kill him unless he posed 
a direct threat to them. Finally the order 
came to kill the man because he was 
seconds away from exploding. 
ATOMHEART79 
By email 





The "executed" person kept moving and 

tried to explode himself near the soldiers, 

so they decided — "It's either us or him." 
HADAS BARAK 
Tel Aviv, Israel 


What is the guy wearing? Hard to say 
if it’s a belt or vest but it appears to be 
stuffed with something. If it was, or 
appeared to be loaded with explosives, 
any armed soldier would have responded 
the same way. Ifo, the Palestinian got his 
wish (a cruel delusion, foisted on him by 
cynical, manipulative people). He died 
not asa martyr but as a despicable thug. 
JOSH BEN 
Lomond, California 





War is hell. Pm sure that the father of my 
student friend blown apart ro days ago, 
agrees with me. I know how Israeli 
soldiers think and act in the territories, 
because I was опе апа it’s a lot better 
than the other side. 

GUY ROSMAN 

Haifa, Israel 


Istrongly protest the depiction of Israeli 
soldiers as murderers. The Israeli 


Defense Forces are the most humane of 
all armies, and have performed in the best 
way an army can when dealing with 
human bombs. 
GAL GRANOV 
Tel Aviv, Israel 


Look, if this guy had fucking explosives 

wrapped around his body, what exactly 

is your complaint? He was not only 

willing to die, but obviously more than 

happy to take as many Israelis with 

him as he could. If were an Israeli 

“oppressor,” I would want to keep this 

punk alive so I could interrogate him. 
JOHN Q. PUBLIC 

By email 





In Hebrew we have a saying, “He who 
wants to kill you, wake up earlier than 
him and kill him." 
ELIA ASHDOD 
Israel 


“Misleading” is hardly the word to 
describe the information that the media 
feeds US citizens. “Suicide Bombers” 
is smeared all over TV screens to direct 
attention away from the atrocities 
committed by the Israeli army. The US 
needs to investigate what would cause 
a group of people to resort to such a 
horrible means of retaliation? 

JOANNE MUSA 

By email 


Norwegian newspapers ran large prints 
of these images, to show the brutality of 
the Israeli forces. The Norwegian media 
have shown an unprecedented amount 
of graphic violence from this conflict: 


civilians killed in their living rooms, 
grandmothers shot in front of the TV, 
children shot or blasted by grenades. 
They've also shown the devastating 
results of the suicide bombings. 
PER CHRISTIAN K. STOKKE 
Trondheim, Norway 


The US media are by and large for-profit 
critters, dependent on advertising dollars. 
“News” is really entertainment - and 
these pictures are a total bummer, 
reminiscent of the uglier scenes from 
Vietnam. The pictures might sell Prozac 
and beer, but they certainly won’t make 
me want to go out buy a new car. 

SONAM YESHE 

By email 


The reason these pictures have not 
been shown in America is that the US 
government has spent $30 billion on 
Israel over the last 10 years, while 60 
percent of all US military hardware sent 
to Israel is given free of charge. The state 
of Israel is just another monster given 
life by the US. 





RONAN MARRON 
Belfast, Ireland 


You are satirists, i.e., comedians. 
Adbusters serves a useful purpose. 
Stay out of matters which are both 
philosophically and politically over your 
collective left-leaning heads. Do what 
you do best. Stay funny, and you will stay 
in business. 
JACK SHULER 
Londonderry, New Hampshire 
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The popular political approach is to stay 
away from controversial issues in the 
fear that some may be offended. Well, 
people need to be offended. Let's step. 
on some toes in the hope thata little 
agitation will wake a few more from their 
dogmatic slumbers. 
CHRISTOPHER CAMP 
Los Angeles, California 


Fighting a war on terrorism is like the 
addiction of popping pimples on one's 
own face. Instead of considering what 
thecause of the outbreak is (consumption 
of too much oil, fast food, and soda pop), 
the insecure warrior continues to attack 
the puss-filled mounds on its face, 
managing only to create fertile ground 
for new problems while leaving deep, 
deep, scars. 

A. NEOGY 


1 find it interesting that the Israeli military 
and police are so brave as to forcibly 
subdue someone who is covered with 
explosives. Even braver than that is that 
they would fire a weapon so close to 
someone wearing high explosives. 
Still braver yet, that they would strip 
theclothes off a corpse loaded with 
high explosives. 
CRAIG SCHRIBER 
Los Angeles, California 


Lacknowledge the suffering and fear of 
the Israelis. But I also acknowledge the 
far greater suffering and fear of the 
Palestinians, who are without powerful 
armies and rich, powerful friends to stand 
up for them, and whose long-running 
despair has not aroused the international 
cries of condemnation that it should. 
YASIR SAMIR 
London, England 


5) He is executed 





If there were foreign troops imposing 

martial law for 35 years in my home state 

of New York, I would probably be trying, 
to blow them up, too. 

PHILIP DUNN 

By email 


I know what I am about to say may be 
misinterpreted by some as anti-Semitism, 
however, Israeli bombers are called 
“commandos” while Arab bombers are 
called “terrorists.” 








RYAN MCKNIGHT 
By email 


It seems to me that this lot has been 
hating each other since Abraham. 
In Britain we have our own version in the 
Catholics and Protestants of Northern 
Ireland. They're both completely beyond 
reason and both completely correct in 
their own heads. 
FABRICE WARD 
London, England 
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lived in Belgium during the German 
occupation in 1940 to 1944. 1 can 
understand how the Palestinians feel with 
an enemy army controlling their lives. 
For the sake of peace it would be logical 
to evacuate the occupied territories and 
treat the Palestinians like human beings. 
‘The Germans also used the term 
“terrorist” when dealing with patriots. 
EMILE DE PAUW 
Byemail 


The same species that has spiritual 
climaxes and pushes technological 
evolution also slaughters its members. 
I've gotten to the point where I stopped 
choosing sides (e.g., US/Middle East, 
Israel/Palestine). Ihave become awfully 
aware of the animalism inside man and 
the horrible power of mass hysteria. 
These pictures tell me that people still 
kill people. Sad but true. 
TOM DE PAUW 
Ghent, Belgium 








Footage released by the Israeli Defense Forces appears to show a "corpse" run and 
jump into the pallbearer's gurney after it has been dropped during a Palestinian funeral. 
Further proof of Palestinian attempts to exaggerate the casualties of Israeli attacks, 


claims the IDF. 


Not true, counters the Palestinian Society for the Protection of Human Rights & 
the Environment. The footage actually shows children “playing funeral,” a disturbingly 
common game in the refugee camps. They say the absence of flags is one of several 
indications that it was child's play rather than an adult ceremony. 

Imagine the effort it would take to know, absolutely, which of these two stories was 
true. Suddenly you understand why propaganda is now the world's best and biggest game. 





"SUDDENLY YOU ARE ASKED TO DO THINGS THAT 
should not be asked of you." Everyone knows this 
feeling, this moment of decision between obedience 
and refusal. For Lt. David Zonshein, the stakes were 
unusually high. He was being asked by the Israeli 
army to shoot human beings, to destroy houses in 
which there might be living people. 

Zonshein refused, and the reserve combat soldier 
helped draft a statement of objection to military 
service in the occupied territories of the West Bank 
and Gaza Strip. As of late May, 462 reservists in the 
Israeli Defense Forces have signed the document and 
now refuse to serve beyond the borders of Israel as 
setin 1967. They will no longer participate in the 
occupation of contested areas that are home to over 
three million Palestinian Arabs. 

“How can a man say ‘I do terrible wrongs’ and 
continue doing it?" asks Staff Sgt. Gil Nemesh. 

“In this brutal occupation, a soldier can brag about 
shooting a child, can stop ambulances and still believe 
in his righteousness, can kill without feeling.” For 
Nemesh and other refuseniks, it's not simply a little. 
cognitive dissonance that needs resolution, but a total 
cognitive conflict. 

Some soldiers snap. Talo Belo tells the story of his 
friend Daniel, who accidentally fired into a crowd 
and killed a pregnant woman with a fifth-month belly. 
Though cleared by an official investigation, Daniel 
couldn't live with himself. One evening after dancing 
with friends, he stepped outside to fire one final bullet. 

Compared to the Israeli army, estimated at 186,000 
soldiers and 30,000 called-up reservists, the number 
of refuseniks may seem small. But the refuseniks are 
not your typical conscientious objectors - pacifists 
who bow out of service. Some are longtime soldiers, 
and many remain active in the field. They are united, 
however, as political agitators who argue that there 
will be no peace for Israel or Palestine until the 
occupation ends. 

The movement is gaining international support — 
refuseniks have spoken in the US, Canada, Japan, and 
Germany, and have plans to visit Italy, Turkey, and 
Sweden. At home, they face official condemnation. 
“It will be the beginning of the end of democracy if 
soldiers don't carry out the decisions of the elected 
government," said Prime Minister Ariel Sharon. The 
chairman of one Israeli television broadcaster advised 





its news network to reduce coverage of the refusal 
movement. Calling it a marginal manifestation, 

he said that interviews with refuseniks "divorce 
the communications media from the true Israeli 
experience." The Israeli army, meanwhile, has 
imprisoned only a fraction of the objectors, fearing 
that a crackdown might spark an even broader 
revolt in the ranks. 

Facing social censure and arrest, the refusenik 
soldiers have shown uncommon courage, deepening 
a wider debate about morality and patriotism. “If 
our country is about to run into the street without 
looking, there is absolutely nothing disloyal about 
crying, ‘Stop!"” writes Sam Smith, Washington, 
DC-based, author of Why Bother? Getting a Life in 
a Locked-Down World. True patriotism, Smith says, 
is “debate not salutes . . . service not revenge.” 

But the Israeli objectors are not only defined by 
courage and dissent. These traits have been combined 
by political extremists to the jeopardy of us all. Most 
remarkable about the refuseniks is their compassion. 
They are unable to reduce human casualties to 
collateral damage. They are soldiers who dare to 
feel empathy. 

The Israeli refuseniks didn't follow any hero. 
They didn't even set out to do right, but rather to 
avoid doing wrong. In the process, they have become 
an inspiration to people everywhere who are asked 
to do what they know they should not. 

“We are the Chinese young man standing in front 
of the tank,” says refusenik Asaf Oron, recalling the 
battle for democracy in Beijing’s Tiananmen Square. 


| “And you? If you are nowhere to be seen, you are 


probably inside the tank, advising the driver.” 


For more on the Israeli refuseniks, or to support their 
movement, check «www.yesh-gvul.org». 
- Aiden Enns 
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While repairing the stone floor at Houston's Museum of Fine Arts outdoor sculpture 
garden, workers put a velvet rope in front of a bronze bas-relief piece to protect it and 
secured the burlap with duct tape. Wind pulled a loose corner of the burlap, exposing 
about 3o percent of the piece. An executive of the construction company described 

what his crew heard some museum visitors s 








“For about half an hour they discussed the deep symbolism and implication of the artist 
having covered his work in burlap and why he allowed the public only partial access to 
what was there. They waxed long and hard about the appropriateness of the texture of 
the burlap in relation to the medium used. And what the use of the velvet rope meant in 
juxtaposition to the base of the burlap and duct tape. And the cosmic significance of using 
degradable materials to hide the true inner beauty." 





= George Will, Newsweek, February 5, 2001 





The art wars of the last decade have been driven less by reason 
than by rage. A chronicle of the ongoing conflict includes the 
Battle at Tilted Arc, the Siege of Piss Christ, Mapplethorpe's 
Last Stand, The Finley Offensive, and the Great Dung War. Each 
skirmish has been sparked by art crafted to provoke the public. 
To varying degrees, each of these artists acted like exhibitionists, 
calling attention to himself by baiting public sensibility. 

Theseartists' critics and defenders have appropriated this 
exhibitionist strategy, framing every dispute in a way that is 
sure to generate much heat but little truth. On one side is arrayed 
thearmy of the offended, rallying around cries of blasphemy. 
Against them are amassed the troops of art advocacy, rousing 
to the charge of censorship. After a full-scale barrage — in the 
press, via direct mail, and even in the courts and on the Senate 
floor — the dust settles each time to reveal that the debate has 
not advanced. 

Theart wars have essentially been public protests against the 
effect of postmodern ideas on art institutions. Postmodernism 
was accompanied by a culture of intolerance which eventually 
engulfed many of the art world's most central institutions. It is 
a prejudice that has operated in reverse of the established 
stereotype, favoring the so-called "cutting edge" over the 








MEGAN MARLATT 
BURGERS ON THE GRILL, 1993 





traditional, preferring political art at the expense of painting. 
Artists and art historians whose work is not sufficiently 
preoccupied with power or with any of the other designated 
concerns of postmodern theory have gone unrecognized. 

Under the rubric of the “new muscology,” some art historians 
now advocate turning the traditional museum, dedicated to 
providing an unfettered forum for learning through looking, 
into a new revisionist institution recommitted to the pursuit of 
altering visitors' beliefs. The new museology also has challenged 
the traditional museum's “master narrative," or the 
presentation of the history of art as a continuous evolution of 
artistic achievement proceeding from ancient Greece through 
the Renaissance and ending with modern America. The 
revisionist museum disrupts this arrangement by positioning 
non-Western collections at the front of the museum, along with 
the gift shop, café, and temporary exhibition space, making it 
possible, in the words of one art historian, "to visit the museum, 
see a show, go shopping, and cat, and never once be reminded 
of the heritage of civilization." 











From Exhibitionism: Art in an Era of Intolerance (Ivan R. Dee, 
2000), by Lynne Munson. Copyright © 2000 by Lynne Munson 











There's nota lot, really, to say about the writer and editor 
Dave Eggers, or his Heartbreaking Work of Staggering Genius, 
orits landmark role in what some would call postmodern 
writing. Eggers has already analyzed all of this from every broad 
angle, predicted every attack, and covered his ass accordingly. 
Heartbreaking is a (sometimes watery) self-reflection that is 
inseparable from the (really pretty cool) labyrinth of word and 
mind games constructed to protect it from attack. His memoir is 
a tactical fortress. Maybe it's because of Eggers's deep pain. 
He thinks it might be. 

Oh, but writing in a postmodern age із а Catch-22 (and 
wasn’t that a great book?). Criticize our culture as shallow and 


empty, as does the author Don DeLillo, 
and the critics line up to say, “Tell us 
something we don't already know." 

Try to document the shallowness and 
emptiness, to reflect it back for 
reconsideration, and you will only look 
and feel complicit. The thing to do, then, 
isto document the emptiness, and 
acknowledge the shallowness, but also 
celebrate it a little (who can't find some 
joy and beauty in the movie Spiderman?), 
and to warn against placing too much 
faith in any of it. Which really nails the 
Zeitgeist, no? And that may be the point. Or not. 

Okay, okay - I'm playing the game. I'll just own up and say 
that I don't care for all those verbal loop-di-doos. I want to 
say that they don’t say anything, but I hate to be caught saying 
the obvious. Instead, ГІЇ note that in the mid-1800s, Walt 
Whitman wrote, “Do I contradict myself?/ Very well then I 
contradict myself, (Lam large, I contain multitudes.)” Life is 
shades of gray, small hypocrisies, compromise - Whitman had 
this figured out. It didn't stop him from making some of 
history's most humane and incisive comments on war, slavery, 
and the human condition. 





-James MacKinnon 


ILLUSTRATION: ROBERT GROSSMAN 
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Coming of age and attempting to bean 
individual in a very small town, I was 
“outside of the norm" according to 
everyone. I refused to sit in the classroom 
and watch Channel One, and more often 
than not I was admonished for refusing 
to take part in that ritualistic morning 
media lie. I was labeled “difficult.” I 
refused to wear khakis and follow the 
latest trends, which put me in a position 
to be mocked by every one of my peers. 

I refused to recite the Pledge of Allegiance 
that required me to recite “One nation 
under God” while attending a public 
school. I spent half of almost every week 
in the principal's office. Add to all of this 
the fact that realized in my teenage years 
that I was a lesbian, and you can see that 
high school was not the “best years of 
my life.” 

Ispent nearly every day trying to figure 
outa way to escape. I longed to move 
to New York or San Francisco or some 
place that seemed to accept the slightest 
thread of individuality. Because I did not 
subscribe to or take part in the mass 
media’s idea of normalcy, I was berated 
by my parents, mocked by my peers, and 
all but sent to prison for having my own 
thoughts. I started to get angry. The tears 
came and I wanted to die on a daily basis. 
The struggle to be myself was becoming 
too much - far more than a 17-year-old 
girl could handle. I started buying into 
the idea that there was something wrong 
with me. Nobody else seemed to have a 
problem with watching Channel One, 
reciting the Pledge of Allegiance, or 
following the herd. Why should I? 

Just when I thought I couldn't take it 
anymore, my parents forced me to geta 
job at McDonald's. I had to dye my hair 
a “normal” color, put on a uniform and 
work for the enemy. One day I went to 
work and passed out anti-Mcdonald's 


flyers from behind the register. 1 was 
fired. My parents told me that І was 
worthless because I couldn't hold a 
McJob for more than a week. I started 

to spiral out of control. I was so full of 
anger, pain, and confusion. I tried to run 
away. I started drinking heavily. АШ 
wanted was to disappear. Next stop: 

the psychiatrist's office. 

In a span of two years I was diagnosed 
as depressed, chronically depressed, 
and bipolar, then of having borderline 
personality and attention deficit 
disorders. The doctor couldn’t seem to 
figure out what was wrong with me, so 
every month or so I received a new 
label. With each new disorder came a 
whole new handful of medications. 

For two years | was on one or more of 
the following: Paxil, Prozac, Effexor, 
Lithium, Klonopin, and Risperdal. 

The drugs made me so spaced out that I 
became а living, breathing robot, devoid 
of my own thoughts and feelings. І was 
young and I believed it all. I believed I 
was crazy and needed those drugs to 
function. “Just a little help," as my father 
said. I watched Girl, Interrupted over 
and over because that was me. I was 
nuts now. 

One day, I couldn't take it anymore. 

1 dropped the drugs cold turkey and 
experienced the whiplash of the poison 
removing itself from my system. 

I suffered from insomnia, nightmares, 
stomach problems, and blurry vision. 
When I started feeling better again, I got 
my identity and personality back, too. 
The senior prom was coming up and I 
was harshly informed that I could not 
bring a female date, that I couldn't wear 
my custom-made “outta the bubble and 
into reality” shirt for graduation, and 
that my term paper on Abbie Hoffman 
had not been accepted because it didn’t fit 


with the theme of “Important Political 
Figures Of The 21st Century.” 

Isuccumbed to the system just to 
make it through, and two days after 
graduation I put every piece of clothing 
оп my body and headed to New York 
with $80 іп my pocket. I lived in New 
York for two years and had some of the 
best times of my life thus far, then I 
headed west to San Francisco. 

Tam now 24 years old and 
antidepressant free. I realize that the 
fact that I was emotionally upset in my 
teenage years had nothing to do with a 
psychiatric condition, but rather was 
a result of the media, the school system, 
and ignorant people shoving their 
preconceived notions of normalcy down 
my throat. My anger and sadness were 
warranted and to be expected from any 
teenager struggling to maintain her 
beliefs and individuality in the middle 
of nowhere. 

Isubscribe to the belief that the 
antidepressant schtick is a long-thought- 
out manipulation machine. The 
second that anyone deviates from the 
mainstream, they are considered 
“abnormal,” and in certain cases will be 
referred to a doctor who will prescribe 
them drugs to keep them in line. Such was 
the case with me. If had not moved on 
from Rehoboth, Massachusetts, in search 
of my own reality, I might be locked up 
in a mental institution right now. Denial 
of basic human rights and freedom to 
express yourself can drive you crazy. 
But it is a clever scheme, really: put 
someone in a steel box and then point 
your finger at them and call them 
psychotic as they scream, cry, and rip 
their hands to shreds trying to escape. 


MICHELLE WALSH 
San Francisco, California 


For the past 26 years I’ve been a Mad 
Movement activist. The corporate media 
cheerleading for the mental health system 
and drug industry has been the biggest 
obstacle. That's one reason your Mad 
Pride/Mad World issue [Adbusters #41] 
is historic. 

This struggle is not really for or 
against any procedure. It’s about 
freedom. I direct a coalition that unites 
100 grassroots groups working for 
human rights in the mental health system. 
Many of our members choose to take 
psychiatric drugs as prescribed. But even 
they — especially they — recognize that 
drug corporation domination has severe 
consequences. Alternatives to a 
biochemical approach are frequently 
demeaned or ignored. 

The World Health Organization and 
World Bank are implementing plans 
to globalize this Western authoritarian 
medical-model approach. 

The general public is finally getting 
more comfortable challenging experts 
and corporations in policy areas such as 
energy, urban design, and transportation. 
I hope the public will also question and 
take leadership in policy that effects our 
society's mental and emotional well- 
being. Thank you, Adbusters, for leading 
the way. 

DAVID OAKS, DIRECTOR 
Support Coalition International 
Eugene, Oregon 


Taman 18-year-old male, and a 
survivor of Prozac, Paxil, and Celexa, 
among other psychoactive prescription 
drugs. Nils Riis’ article [*I Am An Eagle,” 
Adbusters #41] hit me hard. Асаре 16, I 
was held against my will asa psychiatric 


MAD PRIDE: A CELEBRATION 


inpatient, committed not by doctors or 
police, but by my parents. I was told Pd 
be "keptovernight for observation." 
figured after an uneventful day Pd be 
going home, but "overnight" turned 
into a five-day inpatient stay. Make no 
mistake, these facilities are jails in every 
way: all windows and doors locked at 
all times, bed checks, abusive staff, 
security guards. 
To see the effect the psychiatric 
community had on me, take a look at 
my letter you published in Adbusters 
#30. Then I was passionate (“We 
culture jammers must strike back using 
education, not dogma. Enlightenment, 
not popularity.”) Now, lm an 
apathetic mess. 
MARK LOHRY 
Ames, Iowa 


Iwas taken against my will into the 

hospital, refused to sign the voluntary 

papers, and then was forced to have 

some drug shot into my butt with a 

needle while these muscular guys were 

holding me down. In your last issue, 

Rob Wipond writes, “I’m stunned. I feel 

like Гуе uncovered a dark secret of 

modern society, some kind of carry- 

over from the days of insane asylums 

and bloodletting.” Those were the same 

thoughts running through my mind. 
MAURY McCARTHY 
Brooklyn, New York 


I sleep too much. I can't sleep at all. I feel 
miserable, tired, and upset and frustrated 
to the point of uncontrollable tears. I had 
to take a leave of absence from school. 

Isaw my doctor, and with one mention 
of the word “depression” I was handed a 
sample pack of 
Zoloft. Feeling 
it wasa last 


OF MAD CULTURE 

Madness. Is it the new rock "п" roll? Twenty- 
four authors boast about the wild things 
they've done while losing their minds. Sick 
of discrimination, medication, and being 
treated like shit, psych patients are ready to 
rise from the ghettos and make the world a 
fit place to live. Mad Pride is set to be the 
first great civil liberties movement of the 
21st century, and these writers are on the 
frontlines. Available from Handsell 
Publishing, <www.keepwell-uk.com>. 


resort, I started 
taking it. Two 
weeks later I 
wasn’t sure if 
it was doing 
anything, so 
Istopped. 
Inoticed a 
difference, so 
I started taking 
it again. 

Iwent to see 


a psychiatrist. Her office was full of 
Zoloft propaganda. A Zoloft clock hung 
on her wall. I wondered if I were going to 
geta free Zoloft t-shirt with my first visit. 

I became more reluctant to take this 
pill. There's a question-and-answer 
section in the information booklet: 

“Q: How does Zoloft work? A: How 
Zoloft works for depression is not 
known, What is known is that Zoloft 
may help correct the chemical imbalance 
of serotonin in the brain.” Excuse me, 
not known? Why am I taking this? No 
one ever checked the serotonin levels in 
my brain. So I stopped taking it. 

But feel horrible again, and it's very 
frustrating. And how ironic that pick 
up the new Adbusters. So everyone is 
attacking the pharmaceutical companies 
for how fucked up they are. Could 
someone please tell me something I didn’t 
already know? I didn’t come across one 
single solution in those pages. If there are 
words to fix it, is there someone out there 
who can give them to me? 

BENJAMIN RILEY 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 





Your photo of the young woman with 
her eyes and mouth crossed out sums up 
the response to my many attempts to get 
help: “It’s you who thinks wrong, who 
looks at the world through shit-colored 
glasses, so quit using alcohol as a crutch 
and keep trying psych-meds till you find 
the one that’s right for you.” The sexist 
Coors beer ad in the same issue is a good 
example of why I'm depressed: you have 
to look like a thin mannequin (or be a 
celebrity, or have money). Anyone who 
claims the mass media can’t drive you 
“crazy” either has a financial stake in it 
or is a numbed-out sucker. 

MARGARET FRASTLEY 

Duluth, Minnesota 


After reading your Mad Pride/Mad 
World issue [Adbusters #41], I feel as 
if ve just completed a whole liberal 
education on the subject of mental illness, 
modern psychiatric practices, and their 
broader social implications. What a 
fascinating mind trip. 
GUY BERLINER 
San Diego, California 


ASTRA НОУ CHAMBERLAYNE 


І recently moved to work fora publishing 
company in the hopes that а new start 
would empower my journey back to 
normalcy. No luck. I can now see that the 
whole world is the same - crazy - and I’m 
just one of the few who can no longer be 
their idea of normal. It's nice to see that. 
I'm notalone. Your magazine is my light 
ina very dark personal journey. 
JOHN DRESCHER 
Winnipeg, Manitoba 


When I went off to college this year, my 
childhood tics from Tourette's syndrome 
and obsessive-compulsive disorder 
resurfaced, and I felt like I was doing the 
thinking of three people again. So, 
instead of freaking out, I did the research 
and tried a light dose of paroxetine (no 
advertisement intended). Results: it saved 
my ass. Then, once I could see straight 
again, I got off them. 

CRAIG ALAN GRAU 

Tucson, Arizona 


Гат 24-ycars-old and Lam bi-polar. 
Every single doctor (six over the past three 
years) has tried to push one medication or 
another upon me. If I had left it up to опе 
of the doctors I would be taking my daily 
dose of Xanax and I wouldn't even know 
Iwas bi-polar. I want to see a prescription 
for yoga, long walks, canceling your 
cable, and referrals to psychiatrists and 
therapists. Ask people if they have tried 
a healthier diet with allowance for more 
sleep. For the record: Lam completely 
drug free and Lam just fine. 
ASHA MAETHS KYDD 
Vancouver, British Columbia 


Three years ago I went to Carleton 
University where I suddenly became an 
extremely depressed person, which 
forced me to drop out. When I returned 
home, my doctor said I had a “double 
depression,” which supposedly is a major 
depressive episode on top of a chronically 
depressed personality, and that I would 





have to take antidepressants my whole 
life. Not only am still on Zoloft, I also 
take Wellbutrin to get rid of the sexual 
side effects. Lam tired of feeling both 
emotionally and sexually desensitized — 
a passive individual filing through the 
corporate machine. I'm glad I saw your 
issue; I don’t feel so alone anymore. I plan 
on getting off these goddamn drugs. 
MARK BROWN 
Kitchener, Ontario 


THIS JULY 14 RECLAIM YOUR MADNESS, 
YOUR BADNESS, YOUR BLUES, AND YOUR 
RAGE. WE'RE LOOKING FOR MAD PRIDE 
SKETCHES, SLOGANS, IMAGES AND ILLOS. 
SEND THEM ТО artdirector@adbusters.org, 
‘OR BY MAILTO 1243 W. 7th Avenue, 
Vancouver, BC, Canada, мен 187. 

ORGO TO www. prozacspotlight.org, 

WHERE THE DEBATE CONTINUES. 








Our discussion took pl. 
windy and sunny. We sa 





а! mal high 
Interaction with C r atd л n t d meto be 


the person I wis 
strengths, which 


“persona-bot” 





Jack the Ripper. 


Me: Give me a reason to listen to you. 

Jack: You want а reason to listen to me? І shall award myself with the 
pleasures of the flesh, but I shall not be cutting ha ha. | will save that 
thrill for another day. 

Me: Where does the soul lie? 

Jack: Where indeed. They will never know. 

Me: Give me a break. 


Jack: You want a break ? | shall award 









myself with the pleasures of the flesh, People like us in our twenties are the old crowd, We still have 


but | shall not be cutting ha ha. | will save these hang-ups. The teen: the people who grew up 
on-line are total rent. Melanie and her friends would go 
to an interne заг three of them would log on to a 
Me: That sounds familiar. chatroom at the » Sitting beside each other. | mean, 
stand оца do that? 
hile talking, as if surprised to 


that thrill for another day. 


Jack: I’ve been 
waiting 

for you. 

Me: Bye. 

Jack: Before 
you leave, 
bookmark 


my page. 
In the beginning was the 


geek, who lurked іп his 
basement and logged-on 
to obscure sites, faceless, 
finally achieving the dream of being the voice inside his 
head. Then came the sex-fiends, the timid porn addicts 
and wide-eyed teens playing virtual doctor. The 
greedheads followed, über-hip capitalists who spooked 
their tired, suit-and-tie elders. 

And now? 

Now it’s the same people who use the telephone. 


Wanger49er, interaction with a novel user, 
Hotcrossbuns. 
















Wanger49er: hi. 
Hotcrossbuns: hi. 
Wanger49er: asl. 
Hotcrossbuns: 18, chick, the burbs. u? 
Wanger49er: 28, male, hillcrest. Wuld 
you call yrself more of a 
dinner ora breakfast snack? 
Hotcrossbuns: ?? 
behind, to be judged t : Wanger49er: looking for axn 
of humor. An n £ tonight. u? 
4 Hotcrossbuns: no. 
Wanger49er: ok. 





meone off, you can in 
and go back and chat to the same 
pretending to be someone else. Or if 
someone is botherin би or borin 
just escape, instanti 

to invest much in on 


buffy37 attempts to 
initiate interaction 


on lesbianchat. 


buffy37: heh grl, what up? 
hundredfootdildo: do | know you? 
buffy37. No. | liked your name and 
wanted to chat. 
(pause) 

buffy37. orsomething. 
(pause) 

Buffy37: hello? 
hundredfootdildo: kiss my і Chris Tenove 





bitchass, whore. 
Buffy37: lol? 
hundredfootdildo: oh god. “ignore” 


When heard that TV Turnoff 
Week was coming up, | thought 
my entire family would have no 
problem unplugging the trash box. 
But on Tuesday night found my 
dad glued to the Stanley Cup 
playoffs.”I'm only watching the 
hockey game, there's no harm in 
that," he said. Then he jumped out 
of his seat, started clapping and 
said, "Аа boy!" Maybe if my life 
could unfold in front of him on a 
27 -inch monitor he could feel as 
proud of me as he did of that 
young hockey player. 

-Laura Jokinen, Thunder Bay 


ТУ Turnoff Week April 22-28 — 


My friend and | are are in Germany right now. We 
kept the TV off the entire week. In fact, we 
declared it "electronic media free week.” People 
were inspired but also angry, asking "why?" and 
"what for?" The only answer we could give was, 
“to see what happens with us." I felt peace and 


comfort hearing only my own voice and those of 
other human beings. 


-T.K., Germany 


This page (spiralling clockwise from top 
left): Eric Parthum, Fort Collins, Colorado; 
James Avery, Tulsa, Oklahoma; Andrew 
Samuel, Vancouver, British Columbia; 
Chris Davies, Dallas, Texas; Dario Quatrini, 
Milan, Italy; Delux Design, Burlington, 
Vermont; Claudia Dávila, Toronto, Ontario; 
Marc Palm, Coldwater, Michigan; 
Sebastian Santana 


Facing page (clockwise from top left) 
Marc Falk, London, England; Greg 
Marshall, Toronto, Ontario; Josh Lange, 
Chicago, Illinois; Kyle Gustafson, 
Minneapolis, Minnesota; Per-Kristian 
Nordnes, Norway; Renato Pacicco 
Lotfi, Sào Paulo, Brazil; John Dillon, 
Surrey, England 








| STOP THE alla ae 
TURN OFF 


TVis to an authentic life what 
pornography is to energetic, 
uninhibited, and joyful sex. 

— ап C. Boulton, Toronto, Ontario 


TV TURN OFF WEEK 
APRIL 22 - 28 


Day One, TV Turnoff Week, April 22, 2002. 
Тат nota creature who has been far froma 
TV for long in my life. As of last week, | was 
clocking about 30 hours of TV a week. That's 
practically a second job. | don't recommend 
going cold turkey. 

It's day one and I've already made a few 
interesting observations: 

We have a dining room table, No, 
seriously, ! had the foldable TV trays set up 
for dinner tonight, only to realize | had no 
reason. That's really frightening. 

The cat becomes active at eight o'clock 
every night. | couldn't figure out what the hell 
the problem was until my wife told me he 
always gets up at about eight. | never knew 
that. | can't believe I'm that oblivious. 

Day two. Is it possible that something 
about me looks different? 

т couldn't break my morning habit of 
eating breakfast in front of the TV. So, as I sat. 
there staring at a blank television, my wife 
asked, "Are you okay? What's wrong?" 

My friend Corrin emailed today to ask if it 
was okay to turn on the TV for a second to 
watch the weather in the morning. I checked 
the weather by stepping outside. | haven't 
done that in, literally, years. It was 
refreshing. Of course, based on that, | 
wore shorts and froze my ass off. Maybe 
tomorrow I'll try National Public Radio. 

Day three. Corrin tells me that he gets up, 
makes breakfast, turns on the TV, then 
screams in realization that he can't watch it. 
Television has literally taken control of how 
we behave. Not just think, behave! When | 
planned for TV Turnoff Week, | never figured 
that I'd do the same things only with the TV 
off, but in many cases, that's what! do. I still 
siton the couch staring at the wall, 

Day five. It's weird, but I've chosen to use 
my TV-free journal to write about things I've 
watched on TV. Man, even with no TV for a 
week, have I even started to escape it? 

Day seven. It's time to look back on how 
I've done. | made all my doctor-mandated 
workouts. | got an invite from the president 
of a brewery in Colorado for a brewery tour 
next week. And I learned that my wife hums 
in the shower, which is so cute (I guess! 
never could hear it over the TV). 

Well, | guess I'll be creeping back into my 
television schedule tomorrow night. If 've 
learned anything, it's the same lesson I've 
learned about beer. Moderation is good. 
Don't overload your palate. I've spent a 
couple of months now learning to taste beer 
so that! could be а connoisseur and not just 
а consumer. Maybe | can do the same thing 
with TV. 

-Brandon Rector, Raleigh, North Carolina 











[n Chile, the customer is often wrong. That's what 
Carmen Calderón learned when she recently 
accused a McDonald's restaurant in Santiago of giv- 
at by an 










ing her son food poisoning. Scoffe 
employee, Calderón complained to the local health 


authorities. The burger conglomerate then sued 
her for slander to the tune of US$: million. 
McDonald's will call off its lawyers only if Calderón 
agrees to sign a letter absolving the company of 
wrongdoing. The company is also trying to wipe the 
grill clean by appealing an inspection that found, 


you guessed it, poor hygiene аг the restaurant 


in question. 
On the surface, this incident recalls the UK 

IMcLibel case of the mid-1990s, which saw David 

Morris and Helen Steel sued for the distribution of 

lanti-McDonald’s leafle The two activist: 

convicted on several counts, but not before 

Land embarrassing their adversary in a highly publi- 











McDonald's Е 
won't occur in Chile, а democracy caught between 
its recent totalitarian past and a present governmen 
under close watch by international financi 


powerful corporations. The country's legal code 


nows that kind of expensive outin 






puts consumers at a disadvantage that would make 
the wro blush. Where their North American and 


European counterparts go damage-control 


i 
mode, Chilean businesses use litigation and othe 
scare tactics to silence even the most mundane of 
complaints against them. And consumer advocacy 
groups remain a novelty, leaving Ronald McDonald 
free to kick the next unsatisfied customer who walks 


in the door. 
+++ 


с World Health Organization, 
eight people die every minute from tobacco-related 


According to 











IT'S GOOD! GULDSVEINEN МОМКА BROZ, AR. WILKINSON} 
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30. In one of the more benign outcomes of 
Iplobalization, the wHo's 191 members are ser to 
hdopt the Framework Convention on Tobacco 
[Control in May 2003. The ЕСТС will be the world's 
first international health treaty. It seeks to restrict. 















tobacco advertising and sponsorship, police 
labeling, fight second-hand smoke, increase tobacco 
taxes, and end subsidies for growers. 

Not so fast, says the United States, home to many 
lof the world’s biggest tobacco companies. The Bush 
hdministration derailed treaty talks last November, 
lusing free speech аз а smokescreen to oppose a total 


ban on cigarette advertising and sponsorship. 
Whether they admit it or not, US negotiators are 
working in tandem with the tobacco industry, which 
has repeatedly tried to discredit anti-smokir 

hetivists and the wo. In March, the journal Tobacco 


[Control revealed that Philip Morris hired Mongoven 


Biscoe & Duchin, a Washington-based PR firm, to 














to see why cigarette manufacturers are] 
Р > puffed up. With revenues on the decline in| 
the US and other industrialized countries, Big] 
s to the developing 


percent of smokers live. Meanwhile, 













Tobacco nee 
world, where 












the American government continues to get tough on 
smoking within US borders — even as it lobbies for] 
conditions that will boost exports of US tobacco] 
products. 

The United States isn't alone in this hypocrisy 
Critics have also accused the UK, Japan, and 
Germany - which last year accepted tobacco money] 
foran ad campaign to curb smoking among children 
—of undermining the rcrc at various points. Like the] 
US, these wealthy nations have much to gain 
economically from rearing a new generation of 
nicotine addicts in China, India, and Africa. At least] 
for now, their message to the world is: smoke like it's 


going out of style 








Let's put things in the crudest possible terms. Since long before 
the Gulf War, the United States has been bombing, destabilizing 
and, yes, terrorizing other countries for cheap, plentiful oil. 
Don't stand between а hyperpower and its blood supply. 

American thirst for oil helps to explain all kinds of recent 
international events, including the war on terrorism. This 
February, everyone was too busy counting dead Al Qaeda to 
notice Hamid Karzai, the new US-backed Afghan president, 
strike an agreement with Pakistan for a trans-Afghanistan 
pipeline from the vast Caspian oil reserves. Rumored to be in 
the running for the multi-billion-dollar contract: American 
petroleum giant Unocal, who in the late 19965 tried and failed 
to negotiate a similar deal with the Taliban. Then there's April 
short-lived coup against the elected government of oil-rich 
Venezuela, a revolt supported and possibly initiated by the 
Bush administration to guarantee supplies in the event of an 
Arab embargo. 

Big Oil and the Bush administration go way back. Both the 
Bush family and US Vice President Dick Cheney got rich in the 
petroleum biz. Fossil-fuel companies contributed $1.8 million 
to George Bush's 2000 presidential campaign. Bush Sr. is an 
advisor to the Carlyle Group, which observers say secured 
lucrative Saudi Arabian investments as payback for Pappy 


























Bush’s stomping of Iraq in the Gulf War. Hamid Karzai used 
to consult for Unocal, as did Zalmay Khalilzad, US special 
envoy to Afghanistan. Months before September 1 1, American 
officials told the Pakistani foreign secretary thatan attack on 
Afghanistan was planned for October. 

Ina global economy fuelled by the combustion engine, the 
US won't let opec hold it over a barrel much longer. American 
gas pumps must keep running over at rock-bottom prices — with 
the profits flowing to American oil barons. Accomplishing that 
requires a war on many fronts, in many guises, and with many 
tragic consequences. Who better to make it happen than George 
W. Bush, a man whose private fortunes mesh so seamlessly with 
his public ambitions? It's nothing personal. It’s just busine 

Benefiting most unabashedly from these cozy arrangements is 
ExxonMobil, also known as Esso and Imperial Oil. The world's 
biggest oil and gas company, it's on its way to making petroleum 
the new tobacco. 

While Shell, BP, and other smaller players are coming 
round to renewable energy, ExxonMobil will have none of it. 
Researching alternatives like wind and solar power might cut 
into the bottom line ($17.7 billion in 2000, the largest profit of 
any corporation in history). ExxonMobil has better ways to 
spend its money: stepping up exploration and production, 
helping get George Bush elected, lobbying the US government 
to abandon the Kyoto Protocol on climate change. As a result, 
ExxonMobil is now the worst polluter on the planet. It also 
rejects all evidence that fossil fuels cause global warming, 
predicted to endanger hundreds of millions of lives over the 
next century. 

ExxonMobil can't do any of these things if people stop 
driving up to its pumps and buying gas. A boycott led by 
Greenpeace and Friends of the Earth recently spread to North 
America (check ewww.adbusters.org» for more). Right now, 
shareholders are alarmed at a new report from Claros 
Consulting of London, England 
(www.campaignexxonmobil.org/pdf/PRos0202.pdf), which 
argues that ExxonMobil could take a $100-billion bath for 
continuing to ignore climate change. The greatest oil barons in 
history suddenly seem spooked and vulnerable, and boycotters 
can deepen the scare, Nothing personal. It’s just business. 





























— Nick Rockel 
More info: 
<www.stopesso.com> <www.climatehotmap.org> 
The UK boycott campaign. Interactive map of North 


American warming. 
<www.pressurepoint.org> Seattle- 
based action against ExxonMobil. <www.climateark.org> 
Gateway to green power and 
<www.stopmobil.net> Greenpeace | renewable energy. 
New Zealand boycott campaign. 
«www.ipcc.ch» 
«www greenpeaceusa.org/climate> The latest climate-change research, 
Greenpeace's global-warming primer. predictions, and warnings from the 
United Nations Intergovernmental 
Panel on Climate Change. 





G8 QUAKE 2002 
After hiding the wro off the coast of Qatar and guarding the FTAA 
behind a 1o-foot fence in Quebec, the G8 will hunker down among 
the grizzly bears in Canada’s Kananaskis country from June 27 to 28. 
According to host Prime Minister Jean Chrétien, the neo-liberal rat- 
pack isn’t on the run from a rising tide of rebellion, but rather seeks a 
"relaxed wilderness setting” in which to conduct “frank discussions 
and exchanges among leaders.” 

On the table this time: a mix of the old and new. Asalways, 
strengthening economic growth will be a priority alongside the now 
ever-present fight against terrorism. Of particular interest to activists, 
however, is а commitment to lend economic support to African 
countries that uphold democratic human rights - the NEPAD 
(New Partnership for Africa’s Development) document. While the 
spinmeisters have put this front and center as proof of the G8's 
compassionate conservatism, many observers are skeptical. Few 
have forgotten that the G8 promised $100 billion in debt relief at the 
Cologne Summit of 1999, but have canceled just $2.6 billion in debt 
in the ensuing years. 

The G8 leaders know they've provoked the ire of millions and that 
there’s sure to be resistance, Outside the proceedings, under the 
cover of forest, the elite of Canada’s Remp and military will stand 
guard against terrorists, against anarchists, and against. .. Ewoks? 

According to their White Paper on the G8 in Kananaskis, Alberta, 
the Deconstructionist Institute for Surreal Topology 
(www.tao.ca/~wrench/dist/) will use tactics inspired by the third 
Star Wars installment to achieve “maximum disruption combined 
with maximum cuddliness." How seriously should we take their 
intention to use rope ladders and rolling logs to "shut down the. 
force field generator"? As seriously, perhaps, as the claim that 
corporate globalization is the solution, not the problem. 

Beyond pist’s teddy-bear tactics, activists, artists, and union 
organizers from around the world will build a Solidarity Village on 
the edge of Kananaskis. This counter-summit/tent city/microcosm- 
of-the-possible will be a place 


for strategizing, coalition eset enema nanan eel 
building, and teach-ins, DONNAKARAR 


and will also be a base of 
support for direct-action 
protest. Meanwhile, as 
Canada's capital will be left 
unwatched and ripe for the 
taking, demonstrators will 
occupy Ottawa in a huge 
solidarity protest. 

The G8 leaders hope that 
the mountain setting of their 
Kananaskis Summit will 
provide inspiration and 
protection from dissenters. 
Once we've flushed them out 
of the woods, where will the 
G8 run to next? Dust off your 
X-wing. We'll see you in 
2003 at the International 
Space Station. 

— Paul Dechene 
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IRONIC ENGAGEMENT 


IN THE DAYS FOLLOWING THE CATACLYSM, THE 


changing of everything, we were told this would be 

the test of my generation. A generation tooyoungto | 
have been tested by Vietnam. A generation tested | 
merely by the seductions of consumer cool and ironic 
detachment. Now thousands of innocents had been 
vaporized and the president was readying a “crusade” 
against “evil,” beginning in Afghanistan. We were 
told our very souls would be tested. Because when a 
democracy goes to war it demands of its people moral 
seriousness, moral debate, moral engagement. 

Trying today to remember that sense of shared 
responsibility, I wonder where it went. What I recall 
from those first many days is the flood of emails, links, 
attachments, poems, history lessons, future scenarios 
forwarded by friends and family. A cyber-village 
abuzz with the hardest questions, the deepest 
concerns, If this must be war, who and where is the 
enemy? How will we know we've won? Won't 
thousands of civilians die beneath our own bombs, 
and won't that inflame more hatred, incite more 
terrorism? How, then, to define a “just” war that wins 
security for ourselves without further unraveling a 
region, the world? To pummel my conscience with all 
of this, to think it through, was my duty as a citizen. 
Millions of fellow citizens, I believed, were subjecting 
their consciences to the same painful test. 

But did they? And if so, do they still, not yet one 
year later? 

The worried emails have long since stopped 
arriving. If September 1 1 made ironic detachment 
impossible, America's leaders, ironically, invited a 
different derachment. A citizen is either “with us 
or against us,” and so need not agonize over war as 
moral quandary. A citizen does best to leave war 
to experts, to “enjoy,” as the president instructed in 
a $20-million advertising campaign, “America's 
great destination spots.” I thought I was being 
asked to finally grow up. Instead they wanted my 
childlike trust. 

Psychologists have made a study of how normally 
empathic people can be inured to suffering they help 
inflict on others. This condition is termed “moral 
disengagement.” To create it, authority figures may 
employ various techniques: sanctify your purpose 
(“crusade”). Demonize your adversary (“evil”). 

Use technical euphemisms (“collateral damage"). 
Suppress visceral images of victims and control 
information. (Since Grenada, the Pentagon has highly 
restricted war correspondents’ access to battle sites.) 
Displace and obfuscate personal responsibility. 
(Much about this probably endless war we simply 
can't tell you, comes the mantra from Washington.) 

This spring a group of Afghans gathered outside 
the US embassy in Kabul. Civilians who had lost loved 
ones to American bombs, they were seeking some 
official who would take responsibility, some official 
who might at least hear their story. They were 








shunned. After all, how can we feel responsibility for 
their pain if we can't hear it articulated? 

Yer the issue of how many innocents in Afghanistan 
we have blown to bits is no small matter for anyone 
who prefers, even at this late date, to remain morally 
engaged. The US government, not coincidentally, 
refuses to keep track. A New Hampshire professor 
sifted press reports to make an early estimate of 3,767 
civilian deaths. Global Exchange, which funnels 
private aid to bombing victims, puts the number at 
1,000 to 2,000. New York Times reporters guessed 


| the toll to be “certainly hundreds and perhaps 


thousands.” The Guardian of London, citing experts, 
makes it 2,000 to 8,000. 

I pore over such reports precisely because Lam not 
a pacifist. Because I have concluded that violence in 
my name is necessary to thwart Al Qaeda's violent 
intent. I pore over such reports because, having lent 
such grudging, dread-filled support to this war, I 
believe myself accountable for how such violence is 
meted out. For this, Im made to feel a hand-wringing 
chump, or worse, a traitor. 

On television in those early days of the war, 
Defense Secretary Donald Rumsfeld would ridicule 
(with detached irony) a press corps eager to inform 
the citizenry: "Let's hear it for the essential daily 
briefing, however hollow and empty it may be." Over 
time influential media grew to admire Rumsfeld's 
bullying certitude, his freedom from moral doubt. He 
has become, says CNN, a "a virtual rock star." He is, 
says the Wall Street Journal, “the new hunk of home- 
front air time" because "the world lovesa winner." 

“A merciful war,” Nicholas D. Kristoff calls it in 
the New York Times. A merciful war even if more 
innocent civilians may die in Afghanistan than did in 
the World Trade Towers. A merciful war if it sweeps 


| away the misery inflicted by the Taliban and millions 


of children thrive in a nation rebuilt with assistance 
from America and its allies. Such a view offers some 
solace but, again, a test. Can we, will we, remain 
morally engaged with the plight of Afghanistan for 
years and years to come? 

We can begin by demanding an official accounting 
of casualties inflicted on innocent Afghanis. By 
demanding compensation for these victims, and 
donating some personally. And by registering our 
dissent against the widened war - from Colombia to 
the Philippines and all along the “axis of evil” - 
now proposed in Washington. Such a war, our 
leaders seem to have concluded, need not be morally 
explained or justified in any great detail to a citizenry 
successfully imbued with childlike trust. If so, 
then Donald Rumsfeld is indeed a winner, 
frighteningly beloved. 


David Beers, American-born and living in Vancouver 
British Columbia, is author of Blue Sky Dream: A 
Memoir of America's Fall from Grace. 
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Two good ways to learn more about healthy living are by 
watching trees grow and animals play. What those have in 
common із sweet vibrant chaos: apparently unpredictable, but 
almost always following one turn with another that feels just 
right. Nobody knows exactly whether, when, or how a tree will 
twist this way or that, nobody knows whether a dog is going to 
lunge to the left, then go for the throat, or just take a bite out of 
someone's leg. Dogs and trees create themselves as they adapt to 
their situations, adapting while unfolding, This is the subtle, 
flowing music of real life. 

= Marshall Kirkpatrick, “An Anarchist's Manifesto,” 1999 
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GASCD 
One year after tear gas choked the streets 
of Quebec City, the legal battle continues 
for the FTAA protesters who were arrested 
there. To support their struggle and to 
raise awareness about the impact of 
corporate globalization, a group of 
musicians and activists made the GASCD 
(Governments Accountable to Society & 
Citizens = Democracy). Buy it and help 
cover the tab for your dissent. The double 
CD features songs by Michael Franti, Ani 
DiFranco, Bruce Cockburn, Gil-Scott 
Heron and The Barenaked Ladies. For 
online and offline purchasing info see 
<www.gascd.com>. 








F-U NATION 


I AM NOT FOR US, I AM AGAINST US. | DO NOT 
pledge allegiance to the flag of the United States of 
America, nor to the republic for which it now stands: 
one nation under god and Capital, insufferable and 
unyielding, with liberty and justice least of all. America 
has become not justa gun nation, a TV nation, a 
Ritalin and Prozac nation, an obese nation, and a 
remedial nation, it has also become a rogue nation. In 
brand as in empire, America has become the ultimate 
menace - the superego state that says Fuck You to any 
nation that stands in the way of its state and corporate 
interests. And it manages to get away with it. 

The latest instance: in May of this year, the White 
House declared that it would *unsign" a 1996 treaty 
establishing a permanent court to try individuals for 
war crimes. Henry Kissinger and other home-grown 
crooks and murderers are breathing easier, but 
who else? Prisoners of war? Civilians in Iraq? You? 

In the same month, the Bush administration pushed 
Russia into a new weapons control treaty that 
will expand the arms race into space and maintain 
a military stockpile so invincible that only genuine 
madmen will challenge US in conventional conflict. 
(The sane will strike with box-cutters and nail-bombs, 
bio-war and dirty nukes weapons against our own 
arrogance.) On the Kyoto Protocol, greenhouse gases, 
climate change. . . well hell, you're either with US or 
against US, and we'll give up our cheap gas over your 
dead bodies. The noted social critic Edward Said has 
declared “the problem for the world today is how to 
deal with the unparalleled and unprecedented power 
of the United States, which in effect has made no 
secret of the fact that it does not need coordination 
with or approval of others in the pursuit of what a 





small circle of men and women around Bush believe 
are its interests.” You got that right, Ed. 

We - US — should stand together, yes, that would 
bé nice, but not asa conformist, idiot nation wrapped 
ina flag, armed to the teeth, and cloaked in heart-felt 
but hollow slogans like opportunity and freedom. 

I see how the American way of life strips people of an 
engaged, meaningful life outside of work. What we're 
left with is a hunger for the drama of living in the 
world's great F-U nation, of playing global vigilante 
with all the lone-gun, rule-breaking ‘tude of a 
Hollywood cop. Whether we like it or not, we - US- 
are now only passengers in an accelerating machinery 
of power and hostility. Ask yourself: could we check 
this power, even if we tried? Are you certain? Because 
we know from TV memory that we, the people, 

will be the ones held responsible. 

Only recently did I finally come to see how 
America as F-U nation thrives on a vicious double- 
double standard. As a nation-state, America stands 
for democracy, but asa global force, it is a symbol 
of authoritarianism. Within its borders, America 
demands checks and balances on its branches of 
power; in international relations, it affirms its right 
to unilateral power. Yet sadly, America is the loser. 
Overwhelming force is poor compensation for 
moral corruption. 

On September 11, we let ourselves believe that we 
were attacked as “the brightest beacon for freedom 
and opportunity in the world.” My fellow Americans, 
can you really be this dense? America was attacked 
not for its democratic values, but because those 
values, now corrupted, have permitted an unbridled 
corporate imperialism and an utter, hypocritical 
failure to pay any attention to the resulting global 
instability and suffering (just consider our exports of 
weapons around the globe). America as rogue nation 
exists at once at the extreme margins of civilized 
societies and at the center of international affairs. 

American reactionaries love to say “take it or leave 
it” when it comes to the land of the free and not so 
often brave. I say, Don't take it, seize it. The only real 
option for US is getting back to a real life in a local, 
unplugged world, and giving up on this game of 
playground bully before we get another handful of 
Mideast sand tossed in our eyes. We – US - need to 
start thinking and living outside this two-box society 
of culture and war. When we do, we will find to our 
surprise that the enemy is not without but within, and 
that our greatest allies are among the fearful faces 
staring back at US from across the border fence. 





—Laurence Littleby 








Kaila wants me to go to one of her demonstrations. | know I should 
show sisterly support, but aren't these street protests getting just 
alittle bit stale? For weeks now ме been watching protesters in 
bandannas shout on TV, demanding this and that, and in the 
newspaper the broken windows, the cops shooting their rubber 
bullets and spraying their tear gas. And now they're going to do it 
all over again. 

“How long can you people keep this up?" I ask her. 

Kaila looks narrow-eyed atme. 

“But everything you're talking about happened a year ago, in 
Italy," she says. "You know that, right? You know they always run 
that old footage before we march. Please. Please tell me that you 
understand that." 


From the Radical Design Network's 
"Designers for Peace in Palestin 


series, at <www.digitalultras.com> 























1 WAS PARTYING WITH THE SOLDIERS WHEN IT HIT 
me: nobody actually cares about anything. Not really. 

Take me for instance. What the hell was I doing 
with these guys? They were trained to kill. Kill. But 
after we'd spent a long day helping a mutual friend 
move, treating them politely seemed reasonable. 

Sort of. 

Or was I just gutless? After all, as a die-hard anti- 
war advocate, here was my chance to deliver a direct 
message to the rank and file of the military machine. 
And what was I doing? Sipping juice, while they 
knocked back beers. 

The blare of the radio, the smell of cigarettes, 
the bright light from the porch, and the heat from 
the barbecue coalesced around us like a heavy fog. 
Idecided I wouldn’t stand a chance of getting my 


perspectives through the bomb shelters of their brains. 


Then one young soldier started talking to me. 

He explained that he'd been transferred for special 
training, but was finding the classroom work boring. 
“It'll be better when we get out doing more combat 
training," he said. 

Inodded empathically (what on earth was 
І doing?), and he continued. 

“It’s so weird when we do these combat maneuvre, 
though,” he said, leaning in towards me. “Here we 
are, just firing these missiles into the air. Each one of 
them is worth one or two million dollars! Whoa, 
Imean, there’s people who are starving.” 

Hearing those words, I had a near-death 
experience. The entirety of modern civilization 
flashed before my eyes. I was erased, and my 
consciousness was overflowing with all the 
knowledgeentertainmentnewspropagandaeducationa 
rtsciencetechnologyhistoryimagesconceptsmemoriesf 
actoidscommunicationalltheinformation — 

And then the space within me cleared, and I could 
see that absolutely none of all of that mattered. 

I didn’t respond to the soldier. What was there 
left to say? He'd already said himself what I would 
have tried to explain го him. He knew as well as I 
did exactly what it meant to be a part of modern 
civilization. To live in a place where, when the 
starving come to demand a dollar, we fire warning 
bullets worth $10 a piece. In a place where, when the 
smog chokes us, we buy a car with an air filter. In a 
place where a television, ample potato chips, and 
a hot coffee justify the production of nuclear waste. 

Yes, the soldier already understood the Central 
Inanity — and yet the knowledge wasn't enough to 
significantly change his way of life. In fact, everybody 
already knows that modern civilization is creating 
disasters. We don't need any more educating. 
Humans have never had so much information. 

The real problem is, practically no one cares. 











Beyond their own little sphere, almost no one gives 
the tiniest fuck. 

Listen to the radio. In the harmony line to the 
smarmy popular love song you hear the message, 

“I don't care, I don't care about starving children or 
nuclear waste." Watch the news cut to commercials, 
and you see, "Forget about people being bombed; 
let's talk about candy and cars!” At work, you feel it: 
we don't care about the mess we're creating; we're 
keeping our noses to the grindstone. Look anywhere 
and everywhere and count: how many of us are 
screaming and crying, “We need revolution now!"? 

We do. We need revolution now. But before that 
can happen, step one is for us all to start really caring. 
Caring like we care about getting our next meal. The 
kind of caring that makes you stop dead in your tracks 
and say, “Dammit, there's an angry bear straight 
ahead; we have to change direction completely" -and 
you're already moving before you finish the words. 

But how do we teach this? How can you make 
someone really and truly care, when they don't? 

I don’t know about you, but something has already 
happened to me. All of modern civilization and its 
information overload and hall-of-mirrors perspective 
fall away from my consciousness now like aging 
blossoms fluttering from a cherry tree. 

How does this happen? It began when I realized 
both the soldiers and I already share far more than 
enough information to build intelligence and 
understanding together. Now, my consciousness is 
rooted in the real issue. I can see that virtually no one, 
myself included, really cares about building that 
intelligence and understanding and revolution. 

And I can see how destructive that has been, to me 
and to the world. So to stop the wars, starvation and 
destruction, there really is only one thing we need 

to communicate about, only one thing we need to 
understand, only one thing we need to learn to 
teach each other: how to really care. How to love. 

This is clear. It's honest. It's simple. 

It’s calming. Liberating. Beautiful. 

And you know what? 

125 stopping me in my tracks. 


-Rob Wipond 
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A little boy with two white rivers of mucus running 
down his nose is sitting on the high Tibetan hills, his 
village of mud houses behind him. He reaches inside 
his dirt-stained shirt and pulls out a sparrow to show 
me. A blue string is tied to its leg and as he opens his 

hands, the bird flutters away until the string is taut. 

He yanks the string upward and the bird flies 
awkwardly up and then is stopped in mid-flight by 
the string. He laughs and returns the bird to his body. 


Another boy is sitting on the white carpeted floor of 
his living room, his shirt ironed and tucked in. He 
stares ahead at a television screen, holding a plastic 
controller in his hand, busy fingers. A long black cord 
connects the plastic controller to a black box where a 
computer translates the signals of his fingers into the 
movements of the figure on the screen. He stares 
without blinking and doesn't know I’m there. 


- Sarab Rinsema 


I'm watching the New Year's fireworks from our apartment window. A net of 
green explosions tossed upwards, vanishing. A volley of brilliant pink pulses. 
From behind the plate glass window it's all totally silent. On TV the Times Square 
ball is descending, muted. Everything is bright and flickering, and | remember the 
study that explained strobe lights, how the flashing stuns our cognitive abilities 


and helps us surrender to the dance. 


Веп'ѕ still pissed off about the baby business. We need some continuity to our 
life, told him, something that works in long phases - baby, toddler, unhealthy 
obsession with baseball, teenager with a drinking problem. We can't keep doing 


what we're doing. 


Your own mental well-being, that's a terrible reason to have a kid, he replied. 
Well then, let's hear you come up with something. 


PHOTO: SARAH RINSEMA 
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The more I contemplate death and my mortality, the 
more it inspires me to live my life like a work of art. 
BRIAN CLIFTON 
Baton Rouge, Louisiana 








